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PART

1

r

. THE CRAFTS
Them hath he filled, with wisdom of heart, to work all man-

ner of work, of the engraver, and of the cunning workman,

and of the embroiderer, in blue, and in fur-pie, in scarlet and

in fine linen, and of the weaver, even of them that do any

work, and of those who devise cunning work.





i. THE OLD CRAFTS

WEAVING

IN
the grounds of Mount Vernon, hard by the flower beds of Martha

Washington, there is a small building filled with implements strange to

the eyes of many of this generation, but of the first utility in old times.

There are spinning wheels large and small, foot-power looms, heckles, flax

brakes, reels, winding blades, and many other objects—all for one end, the

home manufacture of fabrics. In the museum at Deerfield, Massachusetts,

in that of Doylestown, Pennsylvania, and in other museums, one finds simi-

lar equipment preserved.

These exhibits testify to the knowledge of weaving brought from the

various communities and countries on the other side of the sea whence the

bands of colonists came to this new land. To one who has learned their use,

these well-worn tools are of special interest and seem to bring near the

sturdy, faith-keeping men and women who used them and who fought the

battle of the wilderness for us.

These exhibits are not all that is left to tell the story of the old crafts,

for throughout the eastern states of our country may be found specimens of

the work done on the looms.

In New England the practice of home weaving was in general abandoned

long ago, though lingering, doubtless, in remote spots until after the 1850's.

There are many old coverlets in good preservation, some woven in the more

common fashion with overshot designs, on four sets of "harness," others

on six sets} more rarely one is found woven on five sets, and a few beautiful

specimens remain of the true "double weave," which required eight or more

sets of harness. There are homespun blankets, too, and linen sheets and table

linen ; bits of linen from dresses, one with a crossbar of copperas, yellow

on pure white, and preserved as the lining of a quilt.

In one farmhouse in New Hampshire is kept what was known as a

"frock," a man's garment, smocklike in shape and very long. It is woven of

blue wool on a wool warp in a fine, close pattern. This was worn by a farmer

in his winter drives to the village, the long skirts tucked about his feet, up to

the year 1880.

From New York and from Pennsylvania come many fine coverlets, and

other states are not behind. To testify to this home industry in Virginia, we
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have the word of Thomas Jefferson, who wrote to John Adams on January

21, l8l2:

Every family in the country is a manufactory within itself and is very generally able

to make within itself all the stout and middling stuffs for its own clothing and house-

hold use. We consider a sheep for every person in the family as sufficient to clothe it,

in addition to the cotton, hemp and flax which we raise ourselves. We use little ma-
chinery. The spinning jenny and loom with the flying shuttle can be managed in a

family; but nothing more complicated. The economy and thriftiness resulting from
our household manufactures are such that they will never again be laid aside; and

nothing more salutary for us has ever happened than the British obstructions to our

demands for their manufactures. Restore free intercourse when they will, their com-

merce with us will have totally changed its form, and the articles we shall in future

want from them will not exceed their own consumption of our produce.

It takes nothing from the interest of these words that the households of

the United States no longer depend on the output of their home looms to

supply their needs.

In the fastnesses of the southern Appalachian Mountains the change came

much later than in other parts of the country. Forty years ago there was a

wealth of homespun fabrics to be found, and in communities remote from

towns the very work of preparing thread and of weaving cloth was going

on in much the same fashion as of old, with no thought of a market outside

the neighborhood. A skilful weaver of coverlets took the wool as it came

from the backs of sheep belonging to a well-to-do neighbor and worked it

up "on shares," thus getting her own supply of linsey or blanket or coverlet,

without exchange of money. Many a woman in the mountains was weaving

linsey for the petticoats of her womankind and jeans for the men-folk. If

the work was paid in money, the prices were fixed: for carding and spinning

wool, three pounds to the dollar. Plain weaving was paid at the rate of eight

yards to the dollar, and the weaving of a coverlet brought a dollar for every

four yards.

In a truly homespun family of those days and for long after, the sheets,

the towels, the blankets, the coverlets, and the counterpanes had been made

in the house and were replenished as needed. Often the store of coverlets

filled a shelf in the best room from floor to ceiling, ready to be added to

the marriage portion of the daughters. A sojourner in the mountains in 1890

had the chance, if so minded, to learn the secrets of this craft.

Of all the fabrics, the coverlets were the most interesting. They were of

lighter weight than those in the North, as befitted the milder climate, and

were almost all in overshot designs. In very old ones the cotton was hand
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Arrangement of Warping Bars, showing how "chain" is placed

around the pegs.

The Sley or Reed.

Harness Set or Heddle Frame.

The Rake.

The Temples, used to keep the web stretched while weaving.
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The Scotching Knife. Shuttle with Quill holding yarn.

Flax Brake. Winding Blades.
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spun. Later, cotton thread was bought from small country mills under the

name of "bunch thread."

The wool was prepared entirely by hand, being first washed, then picked

over to rid it of burrs and other "trash." If the dyeing was done "in the

wool," which insured a more even color but made the wool harder to work,

this was the time for it. Next came the carding, a wearisome job, hard on

the shoulders. It was done with wool cards—two flat pieces of wood, ten

inches long by four inches broad, each with a handle, and with one side of

each card set with short, bent, wire teeth to comb the wool. These cards are

still in the market. There are also cotton cards and mixing cards, these to

break up the matted wool and to mix the colors if more than one is to be

spun together to make yarn. With the wool cards the wool was combed and

fashioned into a long, thin roll, ready for the spinner. Before being carded

the wool was well greased with lard; and if the coloring was done after

spinning, the yarn was washed with care or the dye would not take.

The large wool wheel is familiar by sight to most of us, though we may
not have heard its rhythmic whir nor have seen the fine attitudes into which

the spinner is thrown by the action. The southern wheels are smaller in

diameter and are set higher than those in New England.

To form a center to her "broach" or spindleful of yarn, the spinner winds

a corn shuck about her spindle, takes the end of a roll in her left hand and

with her right hand on the wheel begins her task, a task so graceful that it

looks easy. When the spindle is full, the broach is slipped off and laid aside

till the day's stint is done. Then the yarn is wound off onto the reel and

tied up into skeins, usually of a half pound. A skein was often in old times

spoken of as a "yard," because it was supposed to fill a yard of cloth.

The cotton for the coverlet warp and for part of the filling was "spooled,"

being wound from the skeins placed on the "winding blades" to spools made
of corncobs, burnt through with a hot iron, or onto regular yarn spools, if

one possessed them.

The warping of the cotton thread—that is, putting it into shape to be

transferred as warp to the back beam of the loom—is an essential process

but hard to describe. The warping bars are a series of wooden pegs, seven

or eight inches long, driven in a certain order into the end of a barn or into

a wooden frame that can be set in a convenient place. There must be a clear

space in front of it for the spool frame and for the stepping to and fro of

the warper. In the spool frame are the spools filled with thread, held in

place by willow wands. The warper first calculates how many "bouts" it

will take to fill out her web, whether it be narrow or wide, and then gather-
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ing a number of the threads in her hand she carries them to the bars and

lays them under and over the pegs until she has completed a circuit—the

"bout." At the end of each bout she "picks the cross," dividing the threads

on her fingers and laying half of them on one side of certain pegs and half

on the other side. When all the bouts are completed, she ties the "crosses"

—the crossed threads—in such a way as to keep them apart at that point,

and then takes the warp from the bars, looping it onto itself to make a chain

of heavy, soft, white links, and the onlooker understands why the warp is

called, in the mountains, the "chain."

For the "beaming" and "drawing through," a whole day's work is re-

quired; that is, for rolling the chain evenly onto the back or warp beam
of the loom, passing it through the "rake" on the way, to divide it properly,

and drawing each separate thread through the harness eye indicated for it

in the "draft" or pattern and through the slits in the reed or "sley." The
process requires more than one pair of hands, but after the chain is safely

and smoothly on the beam a very young child can sit on the weaver's bench

in front and take the ends of the threads as they are passed through the

harness. Many a mountain-born man and woman has now a vivid recollec-

tion of wearisome hours thus spent as "a little fellow," and with the aban-

donment of looms as useless plunder this irksome task is all that has ever

been known to some of them of the art of hand weaving.

In far-back times, "enduring of the war," when all the men-folk were

away and the women were straining every nerve to keep the souls and bodies

of their households together, the "little-uns" had still another part to play

as they held flaming pine torches "way up into the night" so that the mother

could see to weave on at "twelve yards to the dollar."

When the yarn for the woof or "filling," both wool and cotton, was

wound onto the quills that fit into the shuttles, and when the "gears" were

adjusted so that the harness sets moved with due precision, the work of

weaving a coverlet could begin and the weaver had at last the pleasure of

seeing the result of all the toil of preparation. One of the best weavers in

North Carolina, producing coverlets in her eightieth year, said she would

choose nothing different than to weave on, were she to live her life over

again. "It is so pretty to see the flowers come out," for it is as flowers that

the design shows itself to the happy thrower of the shuttle.

HOW THE LOOM GREW
Weaving, in the terms of a good definition, is the process by which threads

of any substance are interlaced so as to form a continuous web.
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It is an industry or art so ancient that its origin is not known. Alfred Bar-

low in his History of Weaving speaks of the oldest specimen of weaving so

far discovered: "A kind of cloth which appears to be flax," found in the

ancient Swiss lake dwellings, supposed to have belonged to the Stone Age.

The simplest form of weaving consists of one set of long fibers, natural

or twisted into a continuous thread by spinning, laid side by side—the

warp, across which another set of fibers, the woof or filling, lies interlaced

at right angles, the woof threads being passed under and over the warp

threads alternately, so making a web.

The earliest weavers doubtless used material ready to their hand. To
quote Barlow again:

In Loanga the weavers make their cloth to this day of a grass two feet high, which

grows unti'lled in the desert plains and needs no preparation to be put to work. The
length of the grass is the length of the web and they make the cloth rather narrower

than long. This cloth is woven like ours; but they make it on their knees without

shuttle or loom, having the patience to pass the woof through the web with their

fingers.

From this grass cloth, woven without aid to the hand of man, to the most

intricately woven product of a Jacquard loom today, the principle of weav-

ing remains the same. This is more apparent in what is known as plain weav-

ing than in pattern weaving. Plain weaving looks like the ordinary linen

used for dresses. It may be illustrated by the well-known process of ordi-

nary darning, in which the cross threads go alternately under and over the

longitudinal threads. In weaving on a loom the longitudinal threads are

called the warp or chain, and the cross threads the woof or filling. The
method of weaving plain cloth, however differing in material and in fine-

ness of thread, has changed merely in substituting for the fingers various

implements.

It was a great day for the craft when the first thread was spun, twisting

short fibers together into a continuous thread of indefinite length, and the

web therefore lengthened. But with a longer web and softer thread there

arose the need of some contrivance to hold the warp threads in place,

stretched out at an even tension. This had to be done in such a way that the

threads could be held taut or loosened at will. A simple way to accomplish

this, still in use in some parts of the world, is to fasten one end of the warp

to the trunk of a tree. The weaver, sitting on the ground at the requisite

distance, passes a cord from the other end of the warp around his body,

and by leaning forward or back, loosens or tightens the web as he desires.
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Here we have the origin of the idea of the two beams in a modern hand
loom, the tree trunk corresponding to the back beam on which the warp is

first wound, and the man's body to the cloth beam, to which are attached

the forward ends of the warp and on which the web of cloth is rolled as

the work proceeds.

At first, even in the longer webs made possible by the invention of spin-

ning, the passing of the woof threads over and under the threads of the

warp was done with the fingers. The Berber women of northern Africa still

work without a shuttle, passing the ball of yarn for the filling of their

burnouses in and out by hand. Long ago, however, some genius discovered

a way to separate the threads of the warp, raising every other one and so

making a passage, called the "shed," for the woof thread which, carried in a

smooth shuttle, could then be shot from one side of the web to the other

through the shed. For passing the thread back across the web, however, the

warp threads that were raised had to be lowered, and the alternate threads

raised; when this problem was solved, the art of weaving was well on its

way.

From very simple methods for opening the sheds for the shuttle's passage

there developed in the course of time the "gears" and "harness" of the now
old-fashioned hand looms with which we are concerned. Another contriv-

ance was in very early times found useful and even necessary—something

to push or beat up each thread or filling as it was put in, pressing it against

the thread in front of it and so making firm the cloth. In the so-called

Colonial loom the sley or reed, swung in the batten, takes its place. It is

worth noting here that all the machinery or contrivances in the hand loom

of which we speak, between the back beam and the breast and cloth beams,

which to the uninitiated have so mysterious an aspect, are there to accomplish

these two purposes: to open the sheds for the shuttle and to comb the woof

threads firmly into place. If this is borne in mind the description of the

process of weaving will be more readily understood.

Since the days of the type of hand loom commonly used in the southern

mountains, many contrivances have been added to foot-power looms, and

various methods have been invented to make easier the labor of the hand

weaver. But we are concerned here not with these, but with the older ways

of the mountain weavers.

COVERLET DRAFTS
In the "drawing in" and in the actual weaving of a coverlet, a design or

pattern is necessary and this was called a draft. The good offices of a preacher
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Coverlet Pattern: "The Flower of May."

The Draft for the Brown and White "Double Bowknot" Coverlet,

by which it was woven.

Draft for "The Flower of May" Coverlet, with dashes in

place of figures.
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or lawyer were often called upon to "draw off," that is, to copy, a draft. It

was written on a narrow slip of paper, from four inches to half a yard long

according to the length of one unit of the pattern and was fastened on the

front of the loom in plain sight of the weaver. Old drafts are often written

on the backs of letters or bills or law papers. The draft consists of lines and

figures, or—if the weaver could not read figures—of lines only, mystifying

to the uninitiated. These may be found in many an old house tucked away in

trunks and cupboards, rolled up and tied carefully with thread. When spread

out they are seen to be marked with multitudinous pin pricks as one worker

and another has put in a pin to keep her place in the "drawing in."

The names of the patterns are a study in themselves, and fall naturally

into groups. There are the drafts in which there is a real or fancied resem-

blance to natural objects, such as "Beautiful Wave," "The Rising and the

Setting of the Sun," "Flowers of May," "Lilies of the Valley and of the

Meadows." "Flowers of Edinboro" must have come from the old country,

and "Dogwood Blossoms" and "Rattlesnake" tell of their origin or their

renaming in this new land.

Two at least of the drafts bear dates: "Crosseawise" from Ireland, 1769,

and "Germany's Star," 1754. "St. Ann's Robe" must have been brought

from Ireland and so must the "Irish Chain" and "Double Irish Chain."

Some patterns are now called by different names in different localities, and

new patterns have been made by recombining motifs or by changing pro-

portions. In this latter way "St. Ann's Robe" seems to have become "Gov-

ernor's Garden" and then "Beauty of Kaintuck." Next it appears as "Polk

and Dallas" (written on the draft "Pokendalis"). Its last change of name
is to "Rocky Mountain Cucumber."

In like ways "Braddock's Defeat," in which one can almost see the ranks

of British regulars, appears again in a slightly different form as "Presi-

dent's View," and "Boney Parte's March" is very similar to these.

Why "Downfall of Paris" should be like "Sunrise on the Walls of Troy"
is hard to tell. What is the date of the "Fair Walls of Coventry"? "Federal

City" reminds us that the city of Washington was so called in common
speech for many years. We find "Indian War," "The Thirteen Original

States," "Jaffison's Buty," "Mt. Vernon," and "White House" dating them-

selves, as well as "Washington's Diment Ring." "Whig Rose," drawn

through the harness as usual but woven by using another draft in the

"tramping" or treadling, turns into "Texas Beauty," and with another

change by a skilled weaver, fifteen years ago, it became "Elmeda's Fancy."

"Water Waves" is identical with "Double Bow Knot" and with "Musca-
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dine Hulls." There are countless Wheel drafts such as "Iron Wheel," the

"Wheel of Fortune," "Chariot Wheel," and so on. The reverse side of

"Rattlesnake," mentioned above, has a name to itself, "Cat Track and Snail

Trail."

COUNTERPANES
The "Countypin" drafts, for weaving white cotton counterpanes, are rather

different from the drafts for the coverlets. Few women understood them,

for they call for quite a different system of "tramping" of treadles. The
names are less picturesque though "Huckabuck and Satan Stripe" is at first

view alarming. Substitute "i" in the last part of Satan and the name is more
befitting a bedspread.

THE WORKING OF FLAX
In the old times much flax was raised and worked in the mountains and

there are still a few specimens of coverlet weaving where linen was used

with the wool in place of cotton, showing how all coverlets were made
before cotton was obtainable.

The raising and working of flax was a long process and an arduous one.

First it must be sown on Good Friday, five seeds in a space that can be

covered by a man's thumb. In August it was pulled and bound into bundles
j

later, preferably in February, it was spread out in the fields to ret. The
work with the flax brake came next and this, which broke the coarse, outer

fiber of the stalk, was a man's job. So was the scotching done with a broad,

blunt scotching knife of wood. Seeing the scotching of flax, which bruises

the fiber but does not destroy it, one understands the proverb about the

snake that was scotched, but not killed.

The heckling, or drawing the flax over the sharp teeth of the heckle, was

hard work, but it was often done by women. After this the flax was ready to

be put on the distaff (often called the rock in the southern mountains, as in

Scotland), to be spun on the little flax wheel. The tow, or refuse from the

scotching, and the better tow left after the heckling, was also spun for

making coarse sheets or bedticking and for shirts for little boys, who found

it very scratchy until several washings had rid it of the sticks.

COTTON
In the early days cotton was raised in small patches in the more open parts

of the mountains, or brought from the lowlands. This was spun by hand
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either on the flax wheel or on the big wool wheel. When small mills were

established here and there it was cheaper, counting the labor required for

the hand spinning, to buy the cotton thread from the mill. There are not

many fast dyes for cotton to be found in the fields and woods, but copperas

was cheap and effective either raw or burnt, and it did not injure the fiber of

the cotton. Indigo and madder were used, and turkey red and the ever use-

ful butternut. With a few other dyes, such as maple bark and hickory, a good

variety of tints was obtained for the "cotton checks" and striped cotton home-

spuns for shirts and dresses. The arranging of stripes and colors gave room

for the exercise of taste and for a pleasant rivalry among weavers. For a

Sunday dress in summer an all white cotton fabric was most highly prized.

LINSEY-WOOLSEY

In winter no one need be cold, for there was linsey-woolsey (contracted

now to linsey) originally woven, as its full name implies, of woolen thread

on a linen warp. Long ago cotton was substituted for the linen. The weaving

of this was what is called plain weaving, drawn in without need of a pattern,

on two sets of harness and tramped with two treadles. If striped, the striping

ran across the web, as the colors could readily be changed in the shuttles at

the will of the weaver, while the chain must remain of one color throughout

the web. In a plain but bright color the linsey was often made up into winter

shirts or jerkins for the men, and either plain or striped it furnished petti-

coats and dresses for the women and girls.

Though I do not vouch for the following story, telling of the old-time

fabrics, it bears the marks of truth

:

The fabric of which the vest was made was the glory and the climax of the old

Kentucky hand-loom. It was a linsey-woolsey affair with gorgeous stripes running

horizontal on the front waist, the colors, red, blue, green, yellow,. white and so on.

One Sunday in early autumn, more than sixty years ago, in a village in County,

the preacher, dressed in a handsome new suit of grey-mixed jeans wore also a vest

of linsey-woolsey that was a dream of elegance and beauty. He was a comely young

man and his was an eloquent tongue. In the congregation was a pious old sister,

beloved of all, as Aunt Betsy Axewell. She was noted for the beauty of the fabrics

her loom turned out and especially lovely was her linsey-woolsey. A sincere and

pious Christian, she was emotional and just simply bound to shout during the sing-

ing of the hymn after the sermon. On this occasion she was greatly wrought up and

in the midst of her rhapsody she charged her bosom friend and crony thus: "Deep
blue, pale blue, turkey red and white—Good gracious Maria, don't forget that
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stripe." She was taking the pattern of the preacher's vest, which she was firmly re-

solved to duplicate.

JEANS

The jeans suits of which we hear so much in stories were also woven on a

warp of cotton, but required at least three sets of harness to give the twill

to the cloth. Mixed yarn of black and white or blue and white was a favorite

for the woof of jeans, and the wool of a black sheep was also much used.

WARPS AND SLEYS

In weaving coverlets, counterpanes, linsey, cotton dresses, and jeans, the

warp was "full-sleyed," that is, two threads were put through each slit of

the sley or reed, making the cloth firm and solid. For weaving blankets the

warp threads were often "thirded," as it was called, which is to say that two

were put in one slit, one in the next, and so on, alternating two threads and

one thread across the web. This made a softer fabric and allowed the woof

to be beaten up more closely covering the warp and making a warmer
blanket. For a "single-sleyed" web one thread only is put in each slit, with

a heavy warp thread. This answers well for the weaving of a rag rug.

"Flatting" the warp thread—that is, so drawing the threads through the

harness eyes that the threads of the warp are raised and depressed in sets

or pairs of two instead of singly as in plain weaving—was also used in the

weaving of blankets or in any cloth where a basket effect was desired.

Rarely did a mountain weaver use a warp of wool. Now and then one

finds an old shawl thus woven, but for most uses the cotton chain was

deemed suitable.

LOOMS
The looms were of the so-called Colonial type, large and heavy. There

was a saying current, "The heavier the loom the lighter for the weaver."

It must have been a man who said it first. The looms were of two general

kinds: in one, the batten swung from the framework above and the loom

therefore took much headroom. The other, the "little rocking loom," had

a batten rocking back and forth on pins in the lower side bars.

It was not always easy to get room and a good light on the web for one

of these looms in a mountain home, and a place for it was sometimes made

on the wide porch, or under a slight roofing at one end of the house. Those

who followed weaving as a livelihood, or were more than ordinarily in-



THE OLD CRAFTS 13

terested in the craft, made room inside the house, that cold weather might

not stop the work, or built them a little loom house in the yard with chimney

and fireplace. Here could be kept all the appurtenances and on the walls

could be hung the hanks of varicolored yarn ready to the hand.

DYEING
It may have been in the 1870's or 1880's that the Diamond Dyes began to

creep in to replace the old vegetable coloring. They caught the eye of

the dwellers among drab surroundings, and seemed, as one of them said,

"brighter and more beautifuller" than the old dyes, which were discarded

in many localities. It was easier, too, to buy a packet at the crossroads store

than to search the woods for material. It is true that indigo was a "boughten

dye," but its quality had deteriorated and the conduct of a blue pot, always

a ticklish business, was becoming more and more uncertain.

Looking at the rule below one readily sees that for success in the indigo

dyeing both experience and judgment were necessary. The conditions under

which it was carried on were not those of a chemical laboratory and did not

permit a hard and fast recipe. Much was guesswork. Many factors entered

in, such as the strength of the madder and indigo, and above all of the

home-dripped lye; the temperature at which the pot was kept varying even

in the chimney corner as the fire on the hearth was built up or allowed to

die down. The process is one of fermentation. When it has reached the

right stage and the liquid will color a fast dye, it is said to have "come."

The sign of its "coming" or being "about to come" is its turning green and

foamy.

Few women became adepts, but those few produced unvaryingly a fine,

clear blue. A large iron pot, holding a number of gallons, is the first requisite

in the process. It is well if the pot has been used before for blue, for it takes

a great deal of indigo to color a pot before it begins to dye the wool. Here
is an old recipe for a blue pot:

Y2 bushel pot full of warm water,

2 ounces of indigo in a little sack,

2 ounces of madder, or as much as you rub through of indigo.

1 teacup of wheat bran, or two handfuls,

J4 pint of drip lye, or enough to make the bran feel slick or till water has

a sweet taste.

Soak the indigo in the sack till soft, say twelve hours, then rub part through into

the warm water, leave sack in water, add as much madder as the indigo rubbed out,
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add the bran and the lye. Keep the pot warm till the dye "comes," it may take a few
days or two weeks. It is quicker if you have some "yeast," (that is, the lees of a for-

mer blue pot) to add to this pot. It will foam and turn green when ready.

Some say "let the pot set," keeping it warm till it "comes," without stir-

ring. Others say "dip it up each day with a cup," others say "once an hour,"

but all agree that it must be so dipped after the pot "comes." One dye

mixer says that the first indication of this is "not the looks but the smell"
j

and well it may be. One who has been in the room where the blue pot sits

cozily by the open fireplace is not likely to forget the smell j but though

fearful, it is entirely innocuous.

To go on with the recipe:

Try the yarn. If too pale the lye may be too strong or too weak. If too strong, the

bran will feel very slick. (Others say it will feel rough and almost burn the hand.)

After dipping hang the wool or yarn in the air (to oxidize it), then dip again and so

on. Some let the wool lie in the dyepot over night, others one hour. For pale blue,

"dip till color is right"—about five times; for deep blue, many times more. After

dipping a lot of blue, "renew up" the pot by rubbing out more indigo and adding

madder, bran and lye. Lay a plate over the bran to keep it down while the wool is in.

When the right depth of color is obtained, wash the wool in warm water to get

out the lye which would otherwise rot the wool. If cotton or flax is to be colored it

must be done before any wool goes into the pot. When blue is wholly exhausted, add

indigo, bran, madder and lye and let stand over night or till it "comes."

Another favorite dye for coverlets was madder. This also could be bought,

but if raised in the garden and used fresh it was much brighter, as the roots

soon lose strength after digging. Coloring with madder is a much easier

process than blue dyeing, and requires less time for fermentation.

This is one rule for coloring wool with madder:

I bushel of bran. Add warm water till thinner than bread. Let it stand and sour.

(If weather is warm, one day and a night will be enough.) Pour it into a sack and

let the water drip off. If not enough water to cover yarn, add more to the bran and

let it drip through. I teacup of madder to each "yard" of yarn, or I pound of madder

to each 3 pounds of yarn. Add to water, put in yarn and boil till right color, 2 or 3
hours. If not to suit, dip in weak suds or lye. This will turn it redder. Rinse in clear

water to get out the lye.

According to another rule the yarn is soaked in alum water overnight

before coloring and the bran is not soured unless yarn is desired deep in
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color. There is also a recipe for coloring cotton and flax with madder, with

this note: "If wool is dyed by this rule it turns yellow brown and then if

boiled in soapsuds it turns pink." When raised in the garden it was kept

"hilled up" and at any time a quantity of the fine roots could be dug up,

dried, and beaten up for use. Wild madder was used occasionally but was

not very effective. It answered well for the blue pot when home-grown or
<cboughten" madder was not available.

Aunt Judy's rule for coloring wool a beautiful, rich black is as follows:

"Put some walnut roots in a big pot with a good deal of water; fling in

some sumac berries or sourwood leaves; put in the wool or yarn and bile it

rale good. Then turn the pot upside down on the ground and leave it there

all night. This sets the dye."

There are many dye plants giving browns in various hues. Alder tags

(catkins), chestnut-oak bark, spruce-pine bark, black walnut bark and hulls

and leaves all yield browns.

The process of coloring was almost always carried on out of doors in a

big iron pot under which the fire was made. One of the most valued dye

plants was called "bay leaves" (botanically, Symflocos tinctoria), which

grows only in certain localities. The leaves contain a bright and fast yellow

dye for wool; they should be gathered when mature, but before frost

touches them. Wash the wool thoroughly before dyeing yellow; lay the

leaves and yarn in the pot alternately, cover with water, and boil half a day.

Some dip the yarn in weak lye after this and rinse in fair water thoroughly.

Another reliable plant is a species of coreopsis that is found on rocky

ridges at the height of four thousand feet above sea level. The flowers are

gathered as soon as they bloom in August, and a handful is thrown into the

pot on each layer of yarn. The color produced is an orange, very rich. If

used after dyeing with "bay leaves," it turns the wool orange red, a very

fine color. It will be there as long as there is a thread of the cloth left, but

moths are said to be particularly fond of wool colored with "dye flowers,"

as coreopsis is called in the mountains.

There are many other dye plants that produce yellow. To make a true

green, one of these was used first and then the yarn was dipped in the

indigo pot to turn it green. Any yellow dye would do, but hickory bark or

black-oak bark or broom sedge was preferred unless a very bright green

was needed, when peach tree leaves were chosen for the yellow. An olive

green could be obtained without the aid of the blue pot by using hickory or

red-oak bark and copperas. "Boil bark till dark as you think it ought to be.

Put in copperas and yarn. Boil until yarn is dark enough."
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Sassafras seems to be a most useful plant. Its flowers will dye wool a

bright yellow, the bark colors red-brown, and the root in combination with

plum bark makes a red-brown of a different hue. Broom sedge is said to

make a different hue for each month of the year but it is most effective when
cut green. The yellow sneezeweed yields a good yellow, but it is not fast

color.

There are fewer good home dyes for cotton, but for the coverlets the

cotton was rarely colored, being used in its own creamy white. For the

scarlet wool in a coverlet made in the eighties was used what the weaver

called "Scotch chenille" (cochineal?).

NEEDLEWORK
Along with the work of the wheel and loom went that of the needle. Some-

times these were combined, as in the making of window curtains of white

cotton, loosely woven, with a border of drawn work, but the threads were

left out in the weaving instead of being pulled out from the finished cloth,

and the needlework was done while the web was still a-weaving.

SPREADS TUFTED AND KNOTTED
There are many good specimens of old tufted and knotted spreads. The
earliest are made of homespun cloth, the designs often original. "Grandma
Duncan," in North Carolina, brought in flowers from her dooryard, cocks-

combs and marigolds and many more, and wrought their shapes into the

spread that is treasured by her great-grandchildren.

QUILTS

Quilts have been made since time immemorial. Naturally most of these

were "scrap quilts," for thrift called for the using of odd bits of material

on hand, but every woman longed to make at least one quilt, either "pieced"

or of "patchwork," that is, of applique work, out of new cloth with colors

of her own choosing. Each pattern had a name and these ranged from

"Tree of Paradise" to "Eight Ways of Contrariness."

One "powerful working woman," who was also an artist in her work,

embroidered home-woven sheets for bedspreads in designs of her own in-

vention. She used a chain stitch and with homespun thread colored with

indigo and with turkey red she produced charming results.



'County Pin": Honeycomb Pattern.

Handmade Fringes



Patchwork Quilt (applique), "Rose Wreath"—An old pattern.

Pieced Quilt, "Texas Cross Roads."
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Fringes were made in various patterns, of wool or more commonly of

cotton thread, for the edges of the coverlets, counterpanes, and spreads and

for testers as well.

The making of hooked rugs was also followed, though it was not so

common a craft as weaving or needlework.

BASKETS

The craft of basket making would seem to have been brought from the old

countries by settlers in the southern mountains. The change to the New
World made possible and even necessary changes in materials, and in this

respect something may have been learned from the Indians. For large or

strong baskets osiers were exchanged for splits of white oak or of hickory

wood. Much work and much skill goes into the making of a split basket.

First the tree must be chosen not over one foot in diameter at the butt, of

straight growth, and of firm fiber. Even best judges are sometimes mis-

taken in a tree, finding it twisted or of loose growth, and are obliged to

abandon it after felling. When the trunk has been sawed or chopped into

convenient lengths, these are split into halves and again into quarters and

eighths, from which the ribs and hoops and "weavers" can be rived off.

In this way every split that is used in the basket is worked out with the grain

of the wood, instead of being cut across the fibers as in machine-made

baskets, and in this the durability and beauty of the handmade basket largely

consists. There is much to do with the knife and the drawknife, shaving and

shaping, before the hoops and ribs and smaller splits are ready. The care

taken in this is one of the chief factors in a perfect basket.

The most common shape is what is known as the melon basket or hip

basket. It is interesting to note that this shape is to be seen in pictures in

the National Geographic Magazine, from Ireland, Roumania, and Jamaica,

and has been found throughout central and southern Europe. Perhaps the

idea is a very ancient one, and therefore is widespread.

The starting point of these and like shapes is made with two hoops firmly

fastened together at right angles to each other. One of these forms the rim

or edge of the basket; half of the other hoop forms the handle, and the

rest, passing under the basket, makes a strong support for the whole struc-

ture. The handle may be depended upon to hold as long as there is any

basket left. The hoops may be round, or one or both may be oval to make
an oval-shaped basket, or to give an extra long handle, or they may be bent

to give a square edge or squared handle. There would seem to have been
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only a few shapes in use in the old days, but those now used are all variants

of the one idea, and are a natural development.

On another plan, but still of the dependable splits, were fashioned ham-
pers for the storing and carrying of grain, and there were long, open baskets

for the rolls of the spinners.

There was much diversity in the workmanship. A good craftsman made a

melon basket that would securely hold wheat or other grain for sowing.

Some were so skilful that even clover seed could not sift through. Prices

were fixed according to size, as a one-peck, two-peck, or half-bushel basket,

and so on. In barter it was the custom to allow the basket maker as much
corn as the basket would hold.

It was natural that some use should be made of willow, for osiers are

the chief basket material of Europe. In this country it was wrought only

into light baskets, for sewing, for carrying eggs and other light stuff to

market. A favorite shape was the form of a cup and a saucer woven together,

but this was chiefly for ornament.

A material less common is the bulrush, bound with a thin oak split. These

rush baskets were made by the Indians as well as by white settlers, and

were frequently in the shape of a squat jar, with a cover, very large and

useful for storing "household plunder." The Indians made use also of

river cane for basketry.

CHAIRS AND BROOMS AND TUBS AND SO FORTH
White oak splits were the usual material used for seating homemade chairs.

The frames were worked out of hickory or maple, or black walnut, without

the aid of a lathe. For the seats some preferred to use twisted rushes or corn

shucks.

Broom corn was grown on the farm and made into brooms by binding

with the ever useful oak split. If the brooms gave out before the next crop

was ready, the housewife gathered broom sedge and made a substitute. The

hickory broom, made all in one piece, was almost indestructible and its

work was effective on puncheon floors.

Good coopers seem to have been plentiful. Tubs, barrels, "stands" (that

is, high tubs for holding salted meats and pickled beans and kraut) and

piggins (for milking and similar uses) were abundant. The piggin, though

unknown to many, is defined in Webster as "a small wooden pail or tub with

upright stave as a handle." A very handy vessel it is.

It was almost a craft to "get out" the shingles and "boards" with which
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all buildings were covered. These were rived out with a froe from blocks

of white pine or oak or chestnut. The heart of the wood yielded shingles

that lasted a hundred years. Boards were longer than shingles and therefore

made a rougher covering, suitable for sheds and barns.

For making shingles the log was sawed into eighteen-inch lengths and

each block was split into wedge-shaped pieces from which the separate

shingles were rived. They were supposed to average four inches in width.

They were made of soft wood and shaved smooth with a drawknife, leav-

ing them half an inch thick at one end and shaved to a thin edge at the

other like the sawed shingle.

For the board, or clapboard as it is sometimes called, the log was sawed

into two-foot lengths. The boards were made either of hard or of soft wood,

as they were rarely smoothed, but were left rough and of the same thick-

ness from end to end.

The rived-out shingle lasted a hundred years, since water ran off of it

with little wear. This was its advantage over the modern shingle sawed

across the grain.

The froe is unknown even in name to most people of these days. It con-

sists of a dull blade of iron, some twelve inches long, fixed on a long handle.

The blade is driven with a mallet into the section of tree trunk and the

handle gives leverage to work it through the block, slitting as it goes.

POTTERY
Where the right sort of clay was to be found, a rough but attractive pottery

was made in the shape of jugs and pitchers and wide-mouthed jars for hold-

ing dried fruit and pickles. The Cherokee and Soco Indians were adept in

the potter's art and may have taught something of the craft to their new
neighbors, but their work was unglazed while the mountain potter often

obtained very good effects in green and gray glazes, although his aim was

use rather than beauty.

The primitive potter used glass for glazing his pottery and some old

potters in the mountains still use that method.

Any kind of glass, bottles or windowpanes, is collected, broken by pound-

ing, until it will pass a certain sieve, and then ground to the required fine-

ness between two revolving stones, like the old millstones, only much smaller.

This ground glass is mixed with wood ashes, iron ore, and clay in the

proper proportions, is then wet with water to the right consistency, and is

spread on the vessel to be glazed; after drying this is placed in the kiln



20 MOUNTAIN HOMESPUN

where sufficient heat is maintained to melt the glass and to fuse it into the

glaze.

This information came from an old potter in North Carolina, whose

family have made pottery for eighty years and have used this method from

the beginning. A modern potter from outside the mountains verified this

in conversation as the method in use from old time by the mountain potters.



2. REVIVAL OF CRAFTS IN THE SOUTHERN
APPALACHIANS

DURING the past thirty years a number of enterprises have been

started for the preservation of the crafts of the southern Appa-

lachian Mountains. Most of these ventures have been successful

and are being carried on today. It may be of interest to tell in some detail

of one of the earliest of these projects.

THE ALLANSTAND COTTAGE INDUSTRIES
The Allanstand Cottage Industries grew out of pure neighborliness—on

one side a gift, and on the other a desire to promote the happiness of the

women of a mountain cove.

In the year 1895 two women were living together in Brittain's Cove,

twelve miles from Asheville, North Carolina. In those days twelve miles

was a long distance, and the journey to town, made in a mountain wagon

or in the saddle, consumed three or four hours. Once in a while the men
and older boys made the trip with tobacco and other produce; the children

for some months of the year had school to keep their minds alert and happy;

but for the women, life had less color; for them there were few or no out-

ings, and many of them were shut in to monotony. One woman who had

once been to the nearest railway station, five miles away, used to relate with

excitement how "a freight and a passenger" had passed while she was there.

Another, who lived well up under the Chestnut Knob, and rarely moved
far from her own dooryard, specialized, for an interest in life, in herb teas

for real or fancied complaints, and often had four of these going at once:

"one for the head, one for the back, one for the chest and one for when you

didn't feel very good."

One of the women in the cottage at the Cove taught the school; the other,

finding a variety of occupations, was dubbed "the woman who runs things"

at the cottage. While she was pondering the resources at hand for bringing

healthful excitement into the lives of her neighbor women, one of them
out of pure good will and affection brought to her as a gift a coverlet, forty

years old, woven in the "Double Bowknot" pattern, golden brown on a

cream-colored background. The brown had been dyed with chestnut oak,

and was as fine a color as the day it was finished. With the coverlet was
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given the "draft" by which it was woven, a long strip of paper covered

with figures very mysterious to the grateful recipient. The "woman who
runs things" was "put to her studies." Here was a fine craft, dying out and
desirable to revive. Did she hold the clue to her puzzle in her very hand?

Let her tell the rest in her own words:

In any attempts to revive the old crafts, two questions confronted us: could we
produce the coverlets at a moderate cost? And if so, could we find or make a market

for them? At that time there was in this country no general interest in such handi-

craft and little demand for handwoven fabrics.

The coverlet made a journey North and the admiration it received made me believe

that if we in the Cove could produce the like, a market could be found. It was surely

worth a trial, and in the trying we would at least have a good time. We were meeting

one afternoon each week at the cottage for sewing and chatting and for a short

religious service closing in time for all to get home for the evening milking and other

chores. Few women could come to the Sunday School or preaching services after

getting the children "fixed to go" and with the dinner to prepare, so that this mid-

week meeting was valued both socially and religiously. Consulting together we found

that there was one loom in the Cove, stored away in a barn loft, and Aunt Jane knew

how to weave "plain cloth." The loom was set up in our library with much talk of

"harness" and "gears" and "sleys" and "rakes" and "temples."

"Do you know you are using obsolete words?" said a manufacturer of cloth from

Rhode Island, when I spoke to him of the "sley."

We determined to begin by making a curtain of silk pieces after the manner of a

rag rug. While we were busy in the meetings cutting and sewing the silk, of which

a store had been sent us, one woman was dyeing the cotton "bunch thread" for the

warp or chain. Using maple bark she produced a purple-gray, a good background for

the shining silk of the "filling." "Now," said I, "we can go right to work with the

loom." In spite of the politeness which forbade a smile, it was evident that I had said

something very funny, and when it was explained that the thread must first be spooled

and then warped on warping bars we all "took us a hearty laugh" together. No bars

were at hand, nor experts to use them, but Mrs. G's Aunt Sallie over the mountain

had bars and was an old hand at weaving. So one fine day an expedition started over

the mountain. The thread, wound on to spools made of corncobs, was in a "flour-

poke" fastened to the front of the saddle on Cherokee, our Indian pony. I rode, with

Mrs. G's baby in my lap, and Mrs. G walked. Aunt Sallie was looking for us and

first we must have dinner. Then we were taken to the end of the big barn where the

pegs were driven in for "warping a chain." Aunt Sallie calculated the "bouts" and

soon we were deep in the process of warping, even being allowed to lay the threads

on the bar for one "bout" and to "pick the cross." Before nightfall we made a tri-

umphal entry to the Cove with the chain in the sack, a new thing learned and the

memory of a hearty welcome.
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Next we assisted (rather in the French fashion) in the beaming and drawing in

of the warp and so learned a good deal more. Aunt Jane did the weaving and several

yards of good silk tapestry rewarded our endeavors. This we felt was only a begin-

ning, the making of coverlets being our goal. Wool was bought from a farmer near

by, and Mrs. W's mother-in-law came over from the next cove to teach her how
to set a "blue pot." It "came" well and part of our wool was dyed in it; part was

colored with madder, a good red, and the rest was turned by boiling in walnut root

"ooze" a rich, velvety black. When all was carded and spun we had enough yarn for

three coverlets, two of the blue and one to be black and red.

Up on the Paint Fork of Ivy lived Squire Wesley Angel. His wife and daughters,

"those Angel girls," so we were told, "could weave any kind of weaving." During

the Christmas holidays the teacher and I rode over to Ivy, on Cherokee and a bor-

rowed horse and so on up the Paint Fork. The distance was sixteen miles, the roads

were bad, Ivy was "up" and we were slow and inexperienced riders, but we forded

the river without disaster, avoided the deep mud holes in the road and reached our

destination before dark came down upon us. We hallooed the house and when the

Angels understood that we were friends of "Cousin Sallie W," they fairly pulled us

from our steeds and made us at home. Their hearty kindness lives in our minds to

this day.

Their home was one of the substantial, well-to-do dwellings where life in the

mountains is at its best. They were truly a homespun family and the wealth of home-

woven fabrics was amazing. When we got down to business, they would weave out

our yarn. Mrs. Angel approved our undertaking. "If you haven't any get-up," she

said, "you might as well have your box made."

What draft should we choose? I can still feel the bewilderment with which I

surveyed the store of coverlets laid away carefully on shelves and brought out for

our inspection. There was "Roan Mountain," "Big Works of Tennessee," "Cup and

Saucer," "Winding Vine," "Missouri Trouble," and "Double Bowknot" and others.

For the blue yarn we chose the "Double Bowknot," and the "Missouri Trouble"

for the red and black. We learned that for every change of draft a day's work is

required, so that in future it would be well to weave out each web in one pattern. We
left our yarn and returned home the next day. Three weeks later, having sent a

messenger to the Paint Fork, there was excitement at the cottage as we saw him re-

turning with the web in a roll across the back of his saddle. There in one long strip

were the three coverlets, so skilfully woven that, when cut out, the two lengths of

each spread would join exactly in pattern.

The coverlets were easily sold, and while more yarn was preparing one of the

women of our Cove undertook to learn the coverlet weaving from the Angels. Realiz-

ing that the market for large things like coverlets and curtains would be limited and

that we must secure quick sales, we began to weave short lengths also, for table-

runners, pillow tops, trunk covers and the like uses. Soon there were other looms

going as the desire to learn this craft spread among us, and one was employed for
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weaving rugs in the coverlet patterns but with a heavier chain and by doubling and

twisting the wool yarn. The weavers of plain cloths were engaged in making rag

rugs or linsey, for coat suits, with wool filling on a cotton warp.

It was in 1897 that I went from Brittain's Cove to live at Allanstand, in Madison

County. In the country about Allanstand hand-weaving was going on as in old times.

In winter the men wore shirts of bright colored linsey and women and girls were

clad in linsey dresses. Here much could be learned of dyes and of the working of

wool and flax. By the time we realized that we had a real business on our hands, it

was natural to give the industries the name of Allanstand and to make this place the

center of the work.

Fortunately for the standard of our products a weaver of unusual skill and pa-

tience was one of the first to help us at Allanstand. It takes intelligence to be a

thoroughly good coverlet weaver. Some women learn to do the work mechanically,

but they never produce such good results as do those who have grasped the why and

wherefore of it.

Elmeda Walker, who was born a McHargue, and. who certainly had the spirit of her

Scotch ancestors, did not live at Allanstand, but four miles away over the state line,

in Tennessee. It was always a pleasure to go there. One rode by the short-cut through

a hollow where rhododendrons met over the rider's head, then up a path a few inches

wide to the top of the ridge and so along until one came to the tiny farm nestled in

the fold of the hill, with the barn and the barn-lot and the house with its paled-in

yard where beautiful things grew, March flowers, or Easters, red honeysuckle, flags,

dahlias, all sorts of old-time flowers. But the best of it was the welcome of the three

sisters of Highland blood who, like the three gray sisters, spun and wove and "slit the

thin-spun thread." There was a hearty human sympathy here very unlike the ancient

gray dames however, and an "old-time religion" of simple trust and love that was

worth riding miles to find. The sisters had woven more webs than they could count,

of coverlets and counterpanes and plain cloth ; most of them being done on shares for

their neighbors. Their market however had sadly dwindled as "store goods" came in

fashion.

Their coverlets were woven "in the 800" which means, in modern parlance, on a

reed, 20 to the inch, and so were fine and firm beyond any we had seen, for most

weavers were content with using the 700 or even the 600 sley, making a much coarser

cloth. Mrs. Walker's work hereafter set the standard for our Industries. To follow

weaving was her delight and she followed it, producing for us beautiful webs, till she

was long past eighty years of age.

When the Mountain Room in the White House was furnished by the first Mrs.

Wilson, Mrs. Walker was chosen to weave the many yards of coverlet fabric for the

furniture covering. We are loyal folk in the mountains and this task was the crowning

experience of Elmeda Walker's life.

Hardly any other subject arouses so much enthusiasm and interest in a circle of

mountain women as does the subject of weaving and its kindred arts. This is true
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whether the participants in the talk are themselves weavers or only their kinsfolk.

Such work has for generations taken the place of all other artistic expression, and

everyone, at least in the days of which I am telling, knew something by experience

or by watching the work or by hearsay and tradition, of this fine craft. The mention

of it with the quick understanding that to me, too, it was a thing of worth and im-

portance, was an open sesame to their women's wisdom. One would tell how the cards

were put into her hands as soon as she was old enough to sit alone and another would

recollect that a thick plank was laid beside the spinning wheel so that she could learn

to spin when too small to reach the wheel. Here and there a new bit of knowledge

came to light, of the best ways of working wool and flax, or rules for coloring, of the

dye plants, of how to draw in a selvedge that was sure to hold the threads in place in

the pattern weaving; and in the house of every coverlet weaver there was always the

bringing out of old drafts.

At first we tried out a number of these, having a short piece woven of each one. As
this involved drawing each pattern through the harness, it was an expensive way to

learn what each pattern was like. It seemed to me there must be some way of reading

the drafts and by dint of "setting my head to it" I discovered that the patterns could

be worked out on paper, with brush or crayon, giving a good idea of how the woven

fabric would look. In this way over a hundred patterns were transferred to paper

and we found out which were the best worth putting into the loom. We could tell

also what patterns were similar under different names and with different parts or

proportions.

As the enterprise developed it was a satisfaction to find that the three purposes that

had been in mind from the start were in a way to fulfilment; to save the old arts

from extinction; to give paying work to women too far from market to find it for

themselves; and, more important than all, to bring interest into their lives, the joy

of making useful and beautiful things. Out of it were coming more than these: for

myself as well as for those engaged in the doing, friendships formed of enduring

stuff, true homespun of the heart.

In the younger women who were learning to weave and keeping at it, I could see

the growth of character. A slack-twisted person cannot make a success as a weaver of

coverlets. Patience and perseverance are of the first necessity, and the exercise of

these strengthen the fibers of the soul. Rhoda shed many tears over her first web, for

the loom was old, and the material all flax, the hardest thread of all to manage for

a warp when home spun. I had not seen the tears, but divined them and when, having

persisted, she brought me the finished web it was worth to her and to me more than

its weight in gold.

One who has had to do with hundreds of mountain girls in their teens has told me
that never did she find one to be of weak and flabby character whose mother was a

weaver; there was always something in the child to build on.

It was satisfactory, too, to notice how the money was spent that came in from
the work. In one family one daughter after another had her chance at a good school
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because of the chance that her mother had to do paying work. In another there were

many times when the weaving money was all that stood between little children and

real hardship. In many it made all the difference between just enough and plenty.

Cows were bought on money advanced to a steady worker and while the children

thrived on the milk the mother "beat out" the pay at her loom.

Not all our looms were engaged in the weaving of coverlet designs. There were

weavers of linsey, of whom one of the best was Mrs. Ann Shelton of Shelton-Laurel.

During the winter she and her girls would prepare the yarn from her own sheep,

washing, picking, dyeing part of the wool black or indigo blue, and mixing with

white, carding this "mixtry" and spinning the yarn which for good linsey must be

fine and even. The warp was left white for a light gray and for the darker colored

cloth was dyed with maple bark or with hickory and copperas. The men of the family

often made demands on the output of Ann's loom so that we felt ourselves favored

if we could have some of the web for our orders.

In another part of Laurel (as the region in which Allanstand lies is called) were

woven the Allanstand or Colonial blankets, using the "full-sleyed" linsey weave.

These were made for couch covers with the cotton warp of white, the yarn filling

sometimes of blue, with border stripes of white, and sometimes of browns or yellows

and orange from the bark and leaf and flower dyes. At Allanstand had lived Aunt

Polly Shelton, mother of sons and daughters, who left behind her many examples of

her industry and skill. Among these were spreads embroidered in original designs

with homespun thread. One of her daughters-in-law wove for us a cotton canvas and

another embroidered this, copying designs. Gradually she made her own patterns,

delighting in the work. Now her daughter-in-law, in her turn, carries on the tradition.

Rag rugs were made from the first, and in some of them a coverlet design is woven

throughout, or as a border at each end, using the rags instead of wool thread to make

the pattern. Silk rags are woven into runners and for curtains.

It was not long before we found tufted spreads in mountain homes that had been

handed down from mother or grandmother, and later the knotted spreads were also

made for our shop. The first of the "turfed" spreads that we marketed was copied

from one made by Grandmother Duncan seventy years before. Her great grand-

daughter, by whom the spread was treasured, was the maker of the one we sold. As

far as I know, it was never afterwards copied. Grandmother Duncan was then living

in Yancey County in a hale old age. She had designed the spread, using her own
garden flowers as models.

The names of the knotted and tufted spreads are many. One of the most quaint

is "Bird in the Tree." There are "Vines" of many sorts and "Bowls" and "Wreaths

of Roses," a "Wreath" too for Napoleon. There are Bowknots and Flowers

—

garden flowers and wild ones.

At White Rock at the center of Laurel the women became famed for their

applique quilt-tops, cut and sewed with exquisite care. The pieced quilts, too, when
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made in good patterns and color, found a market, but not as readily as the "patch-

work," as the applique work is called.

The market for hooked rugs did not develop for some years, though from the first

a few were made for us. Besides the more conventional patterns we have rugs sent

to us with a whole dooryard depicted, hens as large as the houses, chickens of all colors,

rabbits, horses and, of course, the universal cat.

Our first feather fans came to us from the mountains of Georgia. A few turkey

fans are sent, but most of them are charming creations of duck feathers, from

those of pure white to a mixture of soft gray or brown and white. The handles are

wrought cleverly of the quills, adding much to the beauty of the fan. The most

beautiful, however, are the large fans of peacock feathers.

Our venture in basket-making, which has grown to such large proportions, came

almost by accident. A man who had become a cripple from rheumatism moved into

Brittain's Cove, hoping to find help there in supporting his family. He had taken up

the making of baskets and made good, firm, split baskets of the traditional melon

shape. These he sold to his neighbors for the small sums they could afford to give

him, but it was not an adequate wage for the work and unusual skill and care in-

volved. Telling him that we could market his baskets at fair price if he would keep

up to standard, improving in the smoothing of the splits, we took his whole output,

which became considerable. He kept to his part of the bargain, and I look now in

vain for baskets to match his, in shape and workmanship. He made a good support

for his family as long as he lived. Though we had never seen color in a mountain

basket, we suggested to this man to color some of the splits with a native dye and

these, in brown and white, proved to be more marketable than the all-white baskets.

I think it was chestnut-oak bark that we used first for the brown dye. As the years

went on other basket-makers came in our way, a few other shapes were discovered

and others evolved to make the great variety sold today.

From White Rock, Madison County, came the basket with squared ends which

we named the White Rock basket. One man brought us our first boat or canoe basket,

copied from the Indians, and some one else seeing it, evolved a "picking basket" by

joining two canoes at one end, leaving the other ends wide apart. The basket is held

in place against the waist of the picker by a thong around the neck.

In Munich one of us saw a basket which was just half of the melon basket, and

this, suggested to the workers, was successfully made of splits and took its place as

the Tyrol basket.

Kentucky furnished the pattern for the Jug basket or "Old Kentucky." A large

flat oval shape was brought in one day and explained as the quill basket, used by

weavers in old times to hold the quills for the shuttles. It is easy to see how the

"Watermelon" got its name and the "Muzzle" and "Half-Muzzle." In the "Clover

Basket" the ribs are so placed in the weaving that when closely made it will hold a

seed as small as clover. There are over twenty shapes now on our list. The melon
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basket is made in all sizes from the big chip-basket for the hearth to the favors, two

inches across.

The coloring is done mainly with native dyes, though some good commercial dyes

are used. For the browns there is the red-oak bark which with copperas and alum and

lye gives a ruddy brown. For a light brown take alder bark and alum and after the

splits are colored, throw them into lye to set and darken. Another rule says, "Boil

alder bark. To the strained ooze add salt and soda. But this is a dark brown." Sour-

wood bark and copperas give also a good brown dye and so do walnut roots.

A good worker tells us that wood to be well colored "must be boiled thirty minutes

by clock with salt and soda used as mordant."

The "puccoon root" (blood root) is a fine dye for wood, a rich orange color, very

valuable. Yellow root (Hydrastis) furnishes yellow; used with salt and with alum

it makes a lemon yellow. Maple bark and white-oak bark and copperas give a blue.

Any yellowish color dipped in lye turns purplish brown. "Gather mulberries when
dead ripe, put berries on stove with barely enough water to cover them. Let boil,

strain through cloth and dye the splits while still hot." You will have a purple or

lavender.

This by no means exhausts the list.

Of the willow baskets the shapes are part traditional and part copied or originated.

One of the favorite old designs is the cup and saucer and this is still made and sold,

being suitable for holding flowers or a plant. There are work baskets, trays and

favors and Grandma's cap basket, and a variety of other shapes. When left undyed,

the willow gradually darkens to a deep brown. Boiling the withes in their own bark,

or in onion skins, turns them to a silvery gray, which is permanent.

Soon after we had a salesroom in Asheville and a manager, she experimented with

the honeysuckle vine which grows luxuriantly over the country side, for she had seen

some notice of it as basket material in a government bulletin. She discovered how to

prepare the vine, which is like a fine reed, not short like the willow withes, and

handed the suggestion and the result of her experiments to a basket-maker living not

far from town. This worker succeeded in weaving the vine into charming work

baskets with covers, and hanging baskets to hold jars and vases of flowers. Coloring

some of the vine with red and some with a green dye, she wrought into the baskets

flowers and leaves of her own designing.

In the mountains, a woman who is crippled is very much to be pitied; usually no

way is open to her save to be a burden on her men-folks. A young girl, who was too

lame for field or garden work and even for much housework, was taught something

of raffia-tying by a sojourner in her neighborhood, and seeing a basket of the long-

leaved pine, she worked out the process for herself and became one of our steady con-

tributors. The needles were sent her from the Eastern part of our long State, so that

we were not departing from our custom of using native materials save in the raffia

for binding the needles. She became not only a self-supporting woman but was able

to help her parents as they grew older.
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Bulrushes, growing in every swamp, can be woven into baskets and have been so

used, time out of mind. Those made for the Industries are bound either in the old

way, with a thin split, or with raffia.

The mountaineer, like the Yankee, has a bent for whittling and is never more

happy than with knife in hand. Some charming models have come to us, tiny ploughs,

sleds for logging, for gathering corn from steep fields where a wagon cannot go,

and for many a use, not on ice and snow, but on dry ground about an uptilted farm.

Spinning wheels, too; miniature looms, on which one could really make a fairy web;

corn-stalk houses, of the old-style, two-story, log fashion; wagons, whittled out, just

like the real thing and with canvas cover. All these are in addition to toys cut out of

rhododendron wood, the tiny chairs, birdhouses, churns, whistles and paper knives

that tempt the sojourner in Asheville. One of our workers in wood made boxes

carved out of solid wood, and decorated them with cut-in designs, using at first his

pocket knife and later fashioning himself knife blades to suit his need.

On the highways and byways of the southern mountains in the eighties and nineties

one might meet at certain seasons of the year covered wagons with a name rudely painted

on the canvas indicating the locality whence they came. The wagon-beds were filled

with pottery, packed in straw and fresh from the kiln; jugs to hold whiskey or

molasses; jars for pickles and for preserved fruit and wide-mouthed pitchers for

household use. The driver of the pottery wagon, who was also the potter, peddled

his wares from house to house, offering the jars and pitchers at 10 or 20 or 30 or 40
cents according to the number of gallons they would hold. He was a boon to the

remote housewives who looked for this opportunity to replenish their equipment, and

to the maker of moonshine he was not less welcome.

The ware he carried was serviceable, though rough, finished with a grey or brown

or greenish glaze with little or no thought of beauty but sometimes achieving it to

a remarkable degree.

Several potteries are now carried on with more knowledge and skill and with direct

artistic purpose. Among their great variety of shape and color one finds also the old

forms and the old glazes. Some of the best of this new-old pottery is always to be

found in our shop, since we serve as an exchange for mountain crafts.

The business of marketing our products was for some years carried on from Allan-

stand, with the aid of an annual exhibition in Asheville. In 1908 we felt justified in

opening a shop in Asheville, and in 1 9 1
7 the business was incorporated, the by-laws

providing that "no dividends should be paid the stockholders of over 6 fo per annum,

but that all surplus above that should be turned into the business, or used for the benefit

of the craftspeople of the mountains.

Most of the enterprises which have been successful in the reviving and
marketing of craft work in the southern mountains, whether connected with

a school or fostered by individual effort, have had beginnings similar to

those of the Allanstand Cottage Industries. The secrets of handiwork, fast
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being forgotten, were learned from those who could still tell them, and the

work produced for market was identical with what had been made for home
or neighborhood use during several generations, or was a natural evolution

of some old craft.

Two ventures, however, differ from these in that the work undertaken,

though akin to mountain crafts, was not native to this mountain region. Of
these two, therefore, the Biltmore Estate Industries, and the Tryon Toy
Makers and Wood Carvers, there should be more than a brief mention.

With both of these Eleanor P. Vance and Charlotte L. Yale have been

connected, so that the two industries are linked together by their common
debt to these wise and gifted women.

THE BILTMORE ESTATE INDUSTRIES
Of the beginnings of the Biltmore Estate Industries Miss Yale writes:

I cannot think of much to say about our beginnings. It all came about so naturally

by doing the next thing. We went to Biltmore in 1901 and rented one of the little

cottages. Since Miss Vance has always carved, she used the kitchen table as a work
bench, carving for her own pleasure. Two or three small boys became interested

visitors, so Miss Vance organized a Boys' Club with four members and taught them

wood-carving, little realizing that she was making history, for she was the first to

bring wood-carving to the section.

Later, Dr. Swope, rector of All Soul's Church in Biltmore, asked us to be his

Parish Visitors, and finally Mrs. George W. Vanderbilt became interested, and out

of the little Club and the Church Work grew the Biltmore Estate Industries.

The first work undertaken for Mrs. Vanderbilt was the teaching of wood
carving, and the classes were opened to girls as well as to boys, but only to

young people who lived on the Biltmore Estate. The superintendent of the

public schools of Asheville became interested and asked that a class be

started in the high school. This was impossible with the plans that Mrs.

Vanderbilt had in view and with the demands made on Miss Yale and Miss

Vance by the growth and development of their classes. The attention of the

Asheville superintendent once aroused, he secured a teacher and started

what was perhaps the first class of manual training in the Asheville schools.

The wood carving at Biltmore naturally led to cabinetmaking. There was

plenty of walnut and other good native woods in the Biltmore forests
5

and carving could be applied to furniture of good design and workmanship.

A skilled cabinetmaker was brought from New York to instruct the class

for a time, and by working themselves at night Miss Vance and Miss Yale
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became masters of the art and craft of woodworking. After this, no outside

teaching was needed. With the training of eye and hand went also teaching

the classes in the history of furniture and in design, giving a broad education

in the craft.

The fact that Miss Vance is an artist and student of design had been from

the first and throughout one of the chief assets of the school. It was her

originality and gift that gave the designs used in carving their rare beauty.

Motifs taken from the rhododendron and from the dogwood, so abundant

in the mountain woods, were especially successful.

After Mrs. Vanderbilt saw the possibilities of the little Industrial School

in which she had become so much interested, she determined to try to im-

prove the method of hand weaving done by the people of the region in their

homes. Since the weaving of coverlets had been already taken up by another

agency, and could safely be left to develop in its hands, Mrs. Vanderbilt

turned her attention to the producing of an all-wool fabric of the sort made
in Scotland and especially in the Harris Islands, and much sought after for

suitings. The two ladies in charge of the woodworking school undertook

this new venture with fervor. It entailed numberless trips over the large

Estate, visiting the women who could spin or card or weave; consulting with

them, learning from them, setting them to work with equipment in use for

generations on wool bought here and there from one and another of the

farmers. At that time an experiment was being made on the estate in sheep

raising, and the wool for the first essays in weaving came in part from the

estate flock.

It was not usual for the weavers of the southern mountains to use a warp

of wool. Even the blankets were woven on a cotton warp, so used as to allow

the wool to be beaten up closely. Learning as they went, the teachers found

that for the warp thread the yarn must be spun quite differently, and with

a tighter, harder twist. For the filling it should be softer in order to beat

up into the warp. No spinner could successfully prepare both kinds, alter-

nately, so certain women were kept to the work of spinning warp yarn,

others to making the yarn for filling. There were others still who wove the

cloth, and we must not forget those who prepared the wool for spinning,

by washing and carding it.

The method first tried was to have each process carried out in the home,

from the washing of the wool through the various breakings, coloring with

native dyes, mixing, carding, and spinning, until at last it went to the weaver

who in her home also warped and beamed the warp and wove the fabric.

This entailed endless delays and much carrying back and forth. Gradually
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the work was more and more centralized in the shop and school in Biltmore

Village. There were a few women, however, who undertook the whole

process and continued to supply a web now and then, till the business was

sold and removed to Grove Park Inn.

Among the difficulties met with was the quality of the wool. It was found

that spring wool and fall wool do not mix with good result} that buying in

small lots was unsatisfactory when a cloth of uniform quality and texture

was not only desirable but imperative, if the work was to be put on a busi-

ness basis. This basis itself was necessary to make the undertaking one of

real use and profit to the workers.

There were other difficulties. It was easier to find weavers than to pro-

vide yarn for them, for the spinning, and, above all, the carding gave

"misery in the shoulders." There was at that time a small mill, run by

water power, on Reems Creek, near Weaverville, where so-called home-
spun was produced of a rough but durable quality. To the wise Scotchman

who owned and ran the mill the teachers applied, and, since he was ready

to close out his business, they purchased from him the old set of cards,

small according to modern ideas, and greatly worn and moth-eaten. This,

however, when set up in Biltmore in Mr. Vanderbilt's own car shed, given

up for the purpose, seemed wonderful to the force at work. There it was

fitted with electric power and did the work well, with great relief to aching

shoulders. The worn condition of the cards was found to be an asset, giving

to the yarn something of the quality obtained by hand carding, which is

usually lost by using machinery.

Still the product of the Biltmore looms was not up to the standard set

by Mrs. Vanderbilt and her helpers. It was rough and had not the softness

and finish of the homespun of Ireland and the Scottish islands. It could

not yet be accepted by the tailors. So Miss Vance and Miss Yale were sent

to the British Isles. There with the pertinacity and acumen they have always

shown, they found the secrets of the failure. Their yarn was made of the

wool of sheep allowed to have the run of the woods and pastures, where

tiny burrs and prickers and minute bits of thorn adhered to the fleeces and

could not be got rid of by any known process. The sheep in the old country

were kept in inclosures, free from briers and thorns. Another source of

failure was an imperfect method of washing the wool. The teachers learned

the whole process, from the sheep's back to the finished fabric, and came

home to put it in practice.

It was necessary in order to bring the Biltmore Homespuns to perfection

to abandon the buying of country wool, and to order from the large wool
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growers. One of the old hand looms, one hundred years old, was brought

from Scotland to Biltmore Village to serve as a model for others to be made
by the boys of the woodworking class. It is now set up as a keepsake in the

Homespun Shop. It is worth noting here that the cards used in one of the

most successful weaving establishments in Scotland were as moth-eaten and

worn as the old set purchased from the mill on Reems Creek.

In regard to the old loom from Scotland, Miss Yale says:

It differed from ours in one point only : it had a fly shuttle, which made it possible

to produce more yards in a day with less strain on the weaver. When we took this

loom to the older people on the Estate, at the time some of them being in their nineties,

they recalled that the old looms which they had probably brought from the old coun-

try with them originally had the fly shuttles. As so often happens in this section, the

fly shuttle needed repair and they just drifted along without it, finally going back to

the old way of pushing the shuttle through by hand.*

Two guiding principles in the minds of Miss Vance and Miss Yale are

responsible for the success of the Industries on the Biltmore Estate: To be

satisfied with nothing short of the best; and to go to the bottom of every

failure or difficulty. By carrying out these principles they have done some-

thing of far greater worth than the building up of a craft industry. They
have built up character in the young people who have had the chance to

work under their charge. Too often they were inclined to "crumple up,"

as Miss Yale puts it, under a difficulty. This was true also of the older

workers. For instance: a piece of cloth was brought in during the early days

of the weaving industry with a sleazy strip an inch wide running the length

of the web. It was pointed out to the weaver. Yes, she knew it was there,

had seen it all along, but she didn't know what to do about it. "It just

happened so." When it was suggested that there must be a cause and that

she herself would not like to have such a web sold her, if she had ordered

good cloth, she set her mind to work and discovered that a worn place in

her reed had made the trouble. The new impetus given her that day was

worth more than the substantial returns for her work, if we hold that the

life is more than meat.

One thing at Biltmore led to another. For the carved chest there must

be hinges and locks, and these must not be makeshifts but exactly suited to

the style of the chests. Failing to find what was fitting among manufac-

tured articles, the boys were taught to make what was needed. A beautiful

* The author differs from Miss Yale, believing that the fly-shuttle loom was the exception

rather than the rule among the colonists.
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pair of carved bellows was designed by Miss Vance, but lacked a nozzle ; a

hose nozzle was suggested and tried, but it was just a hose nozzle. A turn-

ing lathe for metal was procured and the boys, accustomed to the turning of

wood, found that they could turn the nozzles of Miss Vance's designing

out of solid brass. So began the metal-working shop.

The workers were not the only ones who needed and received teaching.

The public received it as well. Sometimes an hour would be spent in show-

ing an interested but ignorant customer what made the difference between

one of the handmade stools with its perfection of joining and its good lines,

and a jerry-made bit of furniture which could be turned out by the thou-

sands. It all counted in the day's work, and such customers often returned

and showed that the lesson had gone to heart and had been shared with

others.

The Industries were maintained by Mrs. Vanderbilt until 19 17, when
they were sold to Mr. F. L. Seely, who has since then carried them on in

Asheville under the name of The Biltmore Industries.

THE STORY OF THE TOY MAKERS AND WOOD
CARVERS OF TRYON

In the year 191 5 Eleanor P. Vance and Charlotte L. Yale came to Tryon,

North Carolina, to make their home. They had laid the foundations of the

Biltmore Industries, an accomplishment which might well suffice for a

lifetime, but these women had full energy and zest left for some new under-

taking. "The world is big enough," said they, "let's think up something

else." Soon the Toy Makers of Tryon were at work.

Gathering together some of the young people of the neighborhood, they

set these boys and girls to making the charming toys designed by Miss

Vance. Not all who came to learn remained as makers of the toys, for

from the first a high standard was set. Dozens of young people have come

and gone again, unable to fit in to work that demands the unusual combina-

tion of artistic feeling, a quick eye, and a clever hand. Those who keep on

do so because of an impulse within themselves which is satisfied with work

like this. A few are conscious of this leaning beforehand, others find it out

after they get into the atmosphere of the Toy Makers. Is it any wonder

that the toys have a freshness and an originality never to be matched in a

cut-and-dried factory? The work, being creative, is an inspiration to those

who make and to those who see them. Someone called them "toys with

souls." To quote from a published article:
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The Noah's Ark is enough to grip the imagination of any navigator, not to mention

its power over the heart of a child. The circus sets, complete with funny clowns, pink

lemonade stands and a most joyously rotund fat lady, demand small excited hands to

fondle them. Little Red Riding Hood walks forth with her faithless wolf, and little

Bo-Peep waves her crook over numberless fleecy sheep; Simple Simon pleads for pies

off a pieman's tray, and a long procession of nursery rhyme celebrities stand at atten-

tion, waiting for Santa Claus.

There are, besides, balancing elephants and workable churns, many colored tops,

and some delightful book-ends that would grace the most fastidious nursery—snow-

white bunnies with lovely pink eyes, that crouch low while holding the juvenile

classics. Then there are prairie schooners with wide canvas tops, and sturdy oxen which

look staunch enough to stand any kind of transcontinental journey, and play-cabins,

carefully dove-tailed at the corners, like the huts of the pioneers, which open and

shut with a precision that would delight a fresh-air fiend. The treasure trunks, copied

after an ancient jewel-box out of another generation, are resplendent with all the

airy forms of butterflies and flowers that the most imaginative child could desire; the

prim little dolls in pinafores stand waiting for the protection of motherly girls who
may choose them according to their frocks of pink or blue or lavender.

When the making of toys was well established, it was an easy step to

the teaching of wood carving. Through the courtesy of Mr. Seely, this

was made possible without infringing on the domain of the Biltmore In-

dustries, then carried on at Grove Park Inn.

Miss Vance and Miss Yale have long felt that these southern mountains

might produce future generations of wood carvers and toy makers such

as are found in the mountain regions of Europe. Though the work is yet

in its infancy, marked aptitude has been discovered and the originators feel

encouraged. One of them says: "Wood-carving is genuine sculpture, in

which every line and contour are carefully tooled by trained hands} in which

fine material is applied to its noblest use} in which an ancient craft is fol-

lowed with sincere fidelity and the highest creative aspirations."

So is established now the School and Business of the Tryon Toy Makers

and Wood Carvers, where honest work is honored, the feeling for beauty

given expression, and where character is made.





PART IL THE PEOPLE
The longer on this earth we live,

And weigh the various qualities of men,

Seeing how most are fugitive

Or fitful gifts at best of now and then

Wind-wavered, corpse-lights, daughters of the fen,

The more we feel the high, stern-featured beauty

Of -plain devotedness to duty,

Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal praise.

But finding amplest recompense

For life's ungarlanded expense

In work done squarely and unwasted days.

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL

I believe in working, then a body has something.

AUNT LIZA

It's as near honor to work as anything that ever was done.

GRANNY JUDE





i. A SPINNER

WHEN I first saw Aunt Liza she was "upwards in sixty," but

still strong and active, with brisk step and bright eyes. Later

the strength was weakened and the step more slow, but to the

end of her days the spirit within her looked out of those gray eyes with the

keen interest in things and in people which was her birthright.

One hot afternoon in July I started out from the cluster of houses where

I was spending a few weeks of leisure in a busy year. Tired of my usual

ride on the road that wound through the valley, I struck off over the hill

to the Big Cove. There a sidetrack through a thicket of rhododendrons

beguiled me and turning "Lady's" head to the left, I plunged into the

green gloom.

Soon the trail began to ascend, winding around the steep side of the

Cove. It was a rough cart track, washed by rains and furrowed by the logs

"snaked down" to the saw yard below. The trees stood close on either side,

with feathery undergrowth and pale forest blossoms.

"Only a logging road," I thought to myself, "we shall soon come to the

end," but still the road climbed on, till, of a sudden, we came out into bright

sunshine, and there, high up on a bench of the mountain side, between the

great summit above and the deep Cove below, was a clearing, a field of

corn, a patch of sorghum, and the quaintest of cabins. Even in the first

glance an air of thrift was noticeable, the garden fence of rived palings was

without a break, there were no tall weeds about the house, but flowers made
a blaze of color against the gray of logs and shingles.

Tying "Lady" at the edge of the woods I stepped forward and saw,

coming from the spring beyond the house, Aunt Liza. We met, and look-

ing one another in the eyes, took stock each of the other, and then and there

our friendship began.

She had been hoeing corn and part of her little crop had been "laid by"

for the year} but with her natural courtesy she begged me to sit with her

"a spell." "It won't bother me one mite, it'll give me a chance to rest up,"

she said.

Sitting on the vine-wreathed porch we talked about the place where she

had lived so long. She had come to it a bride, she told me, riding behind her

husband on the mule that was their one valuable possession. She described

to me the summer dawns and the nights and her delight in them.
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"It's mighty pretty and it puts feelings on to a body to see the moon-
shine falling on yon mountain. I just naturally love moonshine. I don't

know, either, but what I like it here full as well along about daylight, when
I'm up soon of a morning and the sky ferninst is all the color of them roses

yonder. Here right lately there's been the prettiest kind of a big star, seems

like it sorter hates to go out of sight at sun-up."

We went about the little yard, fenced in to keep the chickens from "tear-

ing up the pretties." The gourd vine on the fence was planted, she explained,

to keep out snakes, who dislike the smell of these vines.

"The gourds are mighty handy things to have and my children always

look for me to raise them some. There's a sort of a knack about raising

gourds, some folks can't have no luck with 'em, 'pears like."

We compared our nomenclature: she called the cosmos, making ready

to bloom, "flying ciphers," and the "pretty boys" that flourished in the

fence corners, were, in my dictionary, zinnias.

She showed me with pride the little crop. "Ever since my old man died

I've made enough corn to do me, and sweetening too. The boys they come

and plough for me in the spring of the year; they'd be willing to do more

than that, but I believe in working, then a body has something."

This was the first of many visits to the "Swallow's Nest," as I named it.

We exchanged confidences; for Aunt Liza was as eager to hear of the world

known to me as I to know about her world. She was filled not with a vain

longing for unknown paths, but with an intense delight in the one she was

traveling and an interest in those of which she could catch glimpses from

other people. A description of a large department store with its moving

staircase and elevators gave her food for thought.

"They must be scary things, them rooms that tote you to the top of the

house," she said, "reckon I'd yell when they go to start. The scariest thing

ever I see was an engine. My old man, he had me to go down to the railroad

with him once and I see two trains go by, a passenger and a freight. I don't

know as I'd want to risk my old bones in any such as that, but I 'low it's

just as natural to you as sitting in your own dooryard. It's just in the way

a body's raised."

Early or late, my visits never found Aunt Liza idle. Often as I climbed

the bars, the hum of the spinning wheel would come from the cabin; some-

times a lonesome hymn tune sung in a high-pitched, quavering voice, floated

down from the hillside where she was gathering berries for winter use.

How much I learned that summer! Aunt Liza said I did "mighty well

for the chaince" I'd had in my "raising." It was a proud moment for us
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both when the wool cards, so docile in her hands and so bewitched in mine,

at last made for me a roll that could be spun; and again when I drew out

on the big wheel a thread that was not too uneven. One day I was taught

to make the crisp, wholesome corn pones for our dinner, baking them in the

iron oven on the hearth.

"Are you never afraid, up here alone?" I asked her once.

"What is there to be afeard of, honey?" she rejoined. "There's snakes,

of course, rattlers, out on the ridge, but they don't come about the place

now like they used to. They was bears here, too, when we first come; they

used to get our hogs and our young calves. My old man always took his gun

with him whenever he'd go off anywheres from the house.

"I reckon you want to know how come us to settle in such a fur off place.

We was both young then and we hadn't nothing to start in on, the ground

was good and to be had for the clearing; we could make a heap of truck. It

suited us too. Since their paw's dead and I'm getting up in years, 'pears like

it makes the children plumb uneasy for me to be here by myself; they're

always and forever at me to come and live amongst 'em. One of my daugh-

ters is married to a mighty nice man. He's a good provider, and they've built

them an awful fine house down in the flat-woods. It's a main big-un. It's

got six rooms in it and some other little rooms where she keeps her plunder;

calls 'em closets. But seems like I can't be satisfied anywheres else than here.

'Taint like home, I tell them.

"Reckon I'm quare-turned and ill," she said, turning to me with a mis-

chievous gleam in her eye, "but I can't stand it to live with any of 'em, least-

ways with my daughters-in-law; they're good women, too, but folks has

their ways. It frets me, too, to have such a passel of young-uns about; I

can't be devilled with 'em. Up here I ain't no botherments at all. I'm always

at work at something or another and I ain't no time to set and study about

them that's gone; that's what makes a body lonesome."

In spite of this desire for solitude, Aunt Liza was a factor in the life of

the neighborhood. Her children made frequent visits, and she was called

on as a matter of course to help whenever there was a "working"; whether

"fodder pulling," "corn shucking," or "grubbing"; for no one else could

superintend as she could the cooking of a big dinner. As a friend to be

depended on in sickness or other trouble, she had everyone's good word.

After that summer it was many years before I turned my face back to

the mountains. When again settled in the old quarters, I took my way up

the well-remembered trail. The neighbors had told me that Aunt Liza had

been asking about my coming and would be "proud" to see me.
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As I approached, she was sitting on the porch and though a light flashed

in her eyes for a moment, all she said was, "Git in, git you a cheer," but

after we had talked a little of indifferent things, she said, "You was gone

so long I thought I was never going to see you no more.

"I'm right sharply decayed since you saw me," she added, pulling up a

sleeve to show her shrunken arm, "I can't do much work and that frets me,

but I ain't a punishing any; a body ought to be thankful for that."

A shy smiling little maiden stayed with her great-grandmother now, and

the child's father came every few days to split the wood and to do other

work too heavy for little Loduska.

Aunt Liza's fingers were not too feeble to use the knitting needles, and

their clicking made a cheerful accompaniment to our talk. I had a tale to tell

of foreign lands, which had to be continued from visit to visit.

"Shucks! You don't tell me!" she would exclaim with a whack on my
knee, at hearing of some strange custom. "It does beat all, what humans
will do. D'ye reckon our ways would seem as quare to them?"

There had been more time to "study" as Aunt Liza sat by the fire through

the long winter days and I heard more of old times and the husband dead

for twenty years, and of the children and grandchildren scattered abroad.

Of her children there were ten living; I knew many of them and had

knowledge of them all, stalwart, honest men and women. Some of them

were living plainly as their parents had done; others had fought their way
to easier circumstances. Among the grandchildren there were two who had

gone out into the world beyond the mountains to use gifts of no mean value.

And all looked to the old woman on the mountain side with veneration;

from her had gone forth the law by which they lived; the law of straight

dealing and kindness.

On my return to the mountains the following summer my first question

to my hosts was of Aunt Liza. They told me that my friend was gone.

One lovely summer afternoon I made a pilgrimage to the spot where we
had known and loved each other. The cabin was deserted, the half-open

door showed an empty room, in the garden weeds strove with the flowers.

Climbing the ridge behind the house, I reached the little inclosure where

there were now two graves instead of one. Busied with memories, I sat there

in the twilight till the moon rose over the opposite mountain and flooded

Aunt Liza's beloved hillside with light.



2. BLACK SHEEP'S WOOL

THE Weaving-Woman had been warned against taking the trip just

then. It was early in April, and for six weeks the rains had de-

scended. Disaster was prophesied} the party would be mired in the

clay roads j would meet with washouts in the mountains and run the risk of

drowning in the fords of the mountain creeks. The Weaving-Woman and

the Captain and the Captain's wife would not hear to reason, though every

friend they met told them it couldn't be done. In a stout carryall with two

good mules they were doing it.

The waters were high just as they had been told, and when they came

to the bad ford where a V turn was to be made in midstream to avoid a

huge, slippery rock, they had their one real scare. The carryall tipped dan-

gerously as the wheels struck the rock, and the stream overflowed the bed

of the wagon. The Captain's wife, in that moment of uncertainty, being of

a practical turn, reached down and snatched up the basket that held the

bread, for she felt, rather than thought, that if they didn't drown after all

it would be desirable to have it unsoaked with creek water.

They were not drowned; the mules struggled valiantly with the rocks

and the swift current, and drew them to the bank in safety. The others were

glad that the bread was dry, though they laughed at the Captain's wife for

remembering it at that serious moment.

It was then that they decided the mules deserved to be "brevetted

horses," like those mentioned long ago in an army dispatch.

Toward nightfall the party was safely through the many fords of Roar-

ing Creek and was crossing the watershed. Coming to a fork they were

uncertain which road to take. It was a lonely spot, a little flat with heavily

wooded hills at either hand and with no sign of human habitation. While
they were consulting a makeshift map, a woman was seen entering the woods

to the right, a big basket on her arm, a child running by her side.

The Captain jumped from the wagon and hastening across the open

ground asked the way to Randolph. With speed greater than his, the woman
and girl fled through an opening in the trees. The Captain followed till he

lost sight of them where a splashing waterfall poured down from the rocks

and almost barred the trail. As he mounted his seat again, he asked medi-

tatively, "Could they have taken us for revenue officers?"

Some months later the Weaving-Woman was again in that part of the
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mountains. Her name had not been given her by her friends because she

herself wove, but because she was continually encouraging others to do so.

Just now she was in search of yarn.

Her friends in the neighborhood told her of the stores of wool usually

on hand at the Fox house, "the Lem Fox house." On her pony she rode up

the valley of Roaring Creek. The stream, so full and tumultuous in April,

was shrunken out of recognition. Instead of budding trees and shy, spring

flowers, she saw the rich colors of autumn.

Soon she found herself again in the Hollow Gap, crossing the flat at the

watershed and searching for the path to the right up which had fled the

startled pair on her first trip. Her pony picked his way up the trail, past the

waterfall and on through heavy woods to a clearing. At the farther and

upper side stood the Fox house in a space bare of trees, a garden patch beside

it and a cornfield below, bare now, in October, of all but stalks.

The house was built of squared logs and was tall and gaunt and lonesome

looking. It commanded perfectly the approach. The very clutter on the

porch: saddles, gears, spinning wheel, bundles of beans, dried or drying,

spoke of a place seldom visited by strangers.

The one large room was lighted by the two open doorways. At the left

as one entered from the road, a fire burned in a large fireplace and on the

sticks rested a kettle boiling fiercely. The Weaving-Woman guessed that

in it was the dinner of beans and bacon.

There was an air of unfriendliness in the reception she met with from

Mrs. Fox that she was unused to. It changed to one of armed neutrality

when she told where she came from and again to something like real wel-

come when she named friends of both of them and explained her errand.

In the open doorway opposite to that by which she had entered stood a

churn, and against the door jamb leaned a little girl in a bright, homemade
linsey dress that reached nearly to the floor. She was eating a raw turnip

with relish and looking at the stranger with frank curiosity.

When her mother had gone out to a shed to hunt up the wool and yarn

that could be spared, she drew nearer to the visitor, ready to answer ques-

tions about herself.

"What do you study in school?"

"Bluebackspeller!"*

"Anything else?"

"The Testament."

*Noah Webster's Bluebacked Spelling Book was in use in the southern mountains up to the

beginning- of this century. In some schools it was the only textbook except the New Testament.
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"Yes," she had one sister who went to school with her, "but Donia," in-

dicating with a gesture the empty chair beside the churn, "she's too old to

go. She's fifteen, goin' on sixteen. She's talkin' to Jem Taylor. She's too

growed up to be goin' to school."

It was some minutes before it dawned upon the mind of the Weaving-

Woman that "talking" to a boy meant "keeping company" with him.

The child came still nearer to the Weaving-Woman: "There's our cake

of soap" she said, and pointed to a little shelf.

Sure enough, there it was, and it was pink.

Just then Mrs. Fox came in and with her came Donia, both of them laden

with bundles of wool and hanks of yarn.

"It takes a heap of wool to do us," said Mrs. Fox, "what with all the

men-folks goes through in a year, and for blankets, and for us a coat*

apiece."

In one corner of the room stood the loom and in it was a web of jeans,

dark brown. The Weaving-Woman could see that it was being woven of

black sheep's wool. Could she have some yarn like that? But there was only

enough to finish out the pattern for a man's suit.

"It's for my eldest boy, he's in Randolph jail for sellin' blockade whis-

key," Mrs. Fox explained, with no thought of being ashamed nor of the

appropriateness of the garments she was fashioning for her son.

"He's been in there now four months."

"So," thought the Weaving-Woman, "six months ago the boy was at

liberty, and his mother had reason to dread the sight of strangers and to

run to give the alarm."

"My son in jail and his wife bad off! " continued Mrs. Fox. "There's one

thing I neen'ter worry about now 5 when he's in jail he can't be killed or

crippled in a fight with them revenues. All the time he's out I have a dread

on me."

Though she was the most unsuspicious of persons, a wierd feeling took

hold of the visitor that there was someone else in the house. Did she hear

the faintest creaking of a board overhead? Or was it imagination?

While Mrs. Fox had stepped outside on some errand, little Opal said

to her sister, "What for did you tell me Paw warn't at home? You know
he is," and was promptly hushed up.

To the Weaving-Woman's aroused fancy, there was a man crouching

behind the door on the stair that led to the loft above them, perchance with

* Coat= petticoat.
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shotgun in hand. It was none of her business, however, and she said good-

bye to Mrs. Fox with sincere expressions of good will on both sides.

Donia said she would go a piece with her. Had there been a signal be-

tween her and her mother?

At the fence they found the pony with bridle broken in her efforts to

crop some inviting bits of grass. Donia stepped to a shed and producing a

home-tanned squirrel skin cut from it a narrow strip. This she twisted defdy
and with it repaired the bridle.

"There now," said she, "that's twict as strong as 'twas before ; squirrel

hide is the lastin'est thing there is for to make a body a string."

Down the hollow they went, deep in conversation. The Weaving-Woman
walking and leading her horse that she and Donia might talk the more

easily. They talked of Randolph and the many sights there; of railway

engines; Donia allowed she "loved to hear 'em holler when they got near

the station. Even here in the Hollow Gap," she said, "we can hear 'em

exhortin' miles and miles away in the flat-lands, just afore it commences

to rain."

Out on the big road, the Weaving-Woman mounted and rode away. As

she looked back before the road turned, she saw Donia still standing at her

post watching her out of sight.

"Wal, did ye see old man Fox, when ye was up to his place?" said some-

one to the Weaving-Woman on her return to the little settlement where

she was sojourning; "reckon they didn't show you the still, but you must

have passed within ten feet of it, goin' and comin'."



3 . A LINSEY-WOOLSEY DRESS

IOIS RICE is off on an adventure: to teach the school on Middle-

Lonesome. Fresh from her own training and her graduation day,

_*J she is leaving her home, a small mountain town, for the first time.

Middle-Lonesome is to be her first school and her first venture into the

world. Though she is stout-hearted, there are moments when all her courage

is needed, and when the task before her wears an aspect more terrifying than

alluring.

Lonesome Creek flows through a wilder part of the mountains than she

has ever seen before, and the beauty of the woods and the streams as the

mules plod on, over the hills and through many fords, makes her heart

lighter.

Beside her, on the seat of the heavy mountain wagon, guiding the mules

more by voice than by rein, sits Enoch Chalmers ; "Shadrach's Enoch," to

distinguish him from sundry cousins of the name. He is much bigger than

Lois, but still of school age and one of her future scholars. There is time

to get acquainted as they jog along at a pace of three miles an hour. Lois

learns that there are ten children in the Shadrach Chalmers family.

"They're bouncin' to come to school," said Enoch. "They'll be there

every last one of them, rain or shine. Paw's put him a handrail on our

foot log so's even the least-un can cross when the creek's up."

Lois thinks that she will be sure of a school, whatever happens to the

other children in the district.

She knows that her own salary of twenty-five dollars a month (an im-

mense sum to her mind) is provided by the county, and that the fund for

Middle-Lonesome allows a four months' session. From Enoch she learns

how the people have been working since corn was "laid by" to provide a

schoolhouse. Everybody in the settlement has had a hand in it, all giving

work and some furnishing materials as well.

"Paw, he's givin' the land and he's hauled the brick from the railroad

for the chimney. They've even made 'em up money enough for to get 'em

glass windows. It's a mighty fine house; a complete thing," said Enoch,

triumphantly.

As they reach the Poplar Gap and begin to descend to the creek, the mules

quicken their pace, knowing well that home is near. Sounds of hammer and
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saw are heard, and soon, as they round a curve and come out into cleared

land, Lois sees the neat frame building and a group of men giving the

finishing touches.

The first to come forward to greet her is Jim Wilder, a patriarchal figure,

tall and broad shouldered and bearded. His loud voice rolls on and on as

he tells her, as he has been telling his fellow citizens, how proud he is that

they are to have a teacher and a school right "at them," and foretells the

great things that will happen for the good of the settlement.

Beside him stands Shadrach Chalmers, not less tall, stroking his black

beard and smiling happily. His words are few, but to Lois they seem to

mean more than the many words of Wilder, and she notices, even at this

first meeting, that what he says carries weight with his neighbors.

Enoch's promise was made good. Shadrach's "ten" were in the school-

yard every morning when school "took up" and when Lois, for lack of a

bell, pounded on the side of the door, calling "Books! Books! Books!"

There were many other scholars, for it is in August and September, between

the last hoeing of corn and the beginning of fodder pulling, that a district

school in the mountains best flourishes.

As long as the warm weather held, the girls' dresses were made of

"cotton checks" also called "Alamance." Their skirts, reaching to their

ankles, made them look to Lois like small editions of their mothers. The
boys wore shirts of the same Alamance gingham, with long trousers of

denim or of the linsey or jeans from the home looms. Later in the fall, the

boys and girls would all be clothed with the durable homespun and home-

woven fabrics, for in winter in the mountains there is no better wear.

With such a flock of pupils, Lois was often put to it to find room for all,

and at times a row of the "least-uns" was seated on the edge of the platform,

where they squirmed about at their ease.

Teaching an ungraded school of pupils whose ages range from six to

twenty-one years is a test of the acid sort, and sometimes four o'clock in the

afternoon found the little teacher's courage at a low ebb.

On the first day of school, when Shadrach Chalmers, as head of the school

committee, had opened the house and had installed her formally, he had

said to her: "Come over to the house some day soon and tell them you're

at home." One evening after the schoolhouse had been swept as usual by

two of the girls, Lois locked the door and went with Esther and Randy
Chalmers over the foot log and up the lane between the fields of corn to

the large log house, standing fenced in its dooryard. The yard was green
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with "yard grass" and gay with marigolds and zinnias. On the porch stood

Mrs. Chalmers (Martha to all the neighborhood), strong, capable, and

kind, with welcoming face for "teacher." Lois felt herself indeed at home
with these people, so kindly and simple were they, so like her own people

in the things that count.

As the two sat together on the porch, Mrs. Chalmers, like a good general,

saw to it that her girls and boys were doing each his evening task, her own
fingers busy the while with a half-knitted sock.

The talk at first was of indifferent subjects, but as the sun grew low, Mrs.

Chalmers spoke of the great desire she and her husband had had to see a

school near them and to have a good teacher who would "lead the children

to think further, and cause them to take a straight course in doing right."

Not long before this their eldest son, then "just turned of nineteen, had got

to going with a rowdy set, and in one of their frolics he was shot dead."

"He's buried up on yon hill forninst us. The Chalmers' graveyard is

down the creek a piece, but nothing would do his paw but to have his grave

made up here. Shad used to sit on this porch and watch for him to come

home over that hill."

The story was told with no least show of emotion nor bid for sympathy.

For this very reason it brought to Lois a sense of the heavy and enduring

grief behind it.

There was silence between the two for some minutes before Martha re-

sumed. "Shad, he's mightily holp up about the school. He says as soon as

he looked into those brown eyes of yourn he was plumb certin you was the

teacher we was wantin'. No night would be too dark for him to come to

your help, if so be you was needing hit."

To herself Lois said, "I'll succeed or be found trying."

Her quarters were with the Wilders. In a fine new house, for which the

house pattern had been sawed out of Jim's own timber, she had the luxury

of a room to herself.

As the days went on many comments on the school were reported to her,

not all favorable.

"The wife doesn't get through braggin' on the school," said Jim one

night; "she says you're the most -painful teacher for the little fellows we've

ever had in this country; but they's some 'lows you'll never make an out of

it lessn you use the hickory on some of them rough boys. They want you

should bresh 'em good."

Jim's mother-in-law, Peaceable Tim's widow, added her word. "You
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cain't please 'em all, comin' and goin'j here's Sam Saunders a tellin' it that

you scorched his Sue Ollie t'other day. She's his pleasure-piece. Good land!

I wisht ye'd a beat them boys of his to a frazzle. They sure is the aggavatin-

est young-uns in these parts."

"You neenter mind what all that feller Sam says," put in Jim, "he's just

a bloodthirsty, ornary critter; doggone it!"

In the evenings after supper as the neighbors dropped in on errands or

just to pass the time of day, Lois heard much talk and much complaint

about the new stock law, lately adopted in the county, and learned that,

before this, stock of all kinds was free to roam and feed at large. Crops

were to be fenced against them and securely, for no damages for incursions

could be charged. Now as the country was becoming thickly settled and
moving out of the pioneer stage, the obnoxious law had come and it was

the cattle who were to be fenced in at the risk of fines and lawsuits.

"It's got so," said Granny Jude, "that a pore body that hain't got no land

cain't have no stock, and that's not right, I'm tellin' ye."

"Is it because of the stock law," said Lois, "that the Lansings have a gate

in front of their house and no fence at all? I've seen fences without gates

many a time but never before a gate standing all by itself."

"Yeah," said a neighbor scornfully, "Tom Lansing thinks that law is a

going to pertect his dooryard. He's a powerful lazy critter and the fence

was mighty handy for kinlin' wood. When Bob Greer's cow gets out, acci-

dental like, mind you, I reckon Tom thinks the law'll rise right up and head

her off. After she's et up them pretties of Mis Lansing's there ain't goin'

to be any money that'll pacify his old woman. She'll be a rarin' and a ragin'."

"Let alone that they couldn't anybody collect money off'n Greer," said

another of the group.

But the question treated seriously in these evening gatherings was that

of the sheep and it was agreed that dogs and the stock law were about to

make an end of sheep raising for all but the largest landowners.

Shad Chalmers, it was said, would keep right on. "He has a knack with

him about stock, and his land lies right for the sheep."

Though in time the teacher visited the home of every one of her pupils,

and made many friends among the neighbor women, it was to the Chalmers

house that she went most often and with the most pleasure. There were

many things about a mountain farm and many ways that were new to her

and that she watched and entered into with zest. In the twilight of early

fall she went with Martha to the "milk-gap," the pasture bars, where the

cows gathered to be milked, and learned from her a new name for Orion:

"the Milking Stars," as night after night the constellation rose in the south-
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east at milking time. Better still she liked to go with Randy or Emmie up

on the mountain to help salt the sheep or to drive them to the lower field.

In a tiny log house near the Big House, stood the loom with its appurte-

nances, idle now, for the autumn days were too full with the gathering and

caring for the crop; the molasses making; the boiling of apple and pumpkin

butter; the pickling of beans and kraut and the drying of pumpkin and

squash to allow Martha time for weaving. In spite of the help her girls

could give, she often felt as did Caesar of old when all things were to be

done by him at once, and would exclaim, "Every turn's Martha's!"

Lois, looking at the sheep and then at the stores of coverlets and blankets

on shelves reaching from the floor of the big room to the ceiling, wondered

what were the processes by which the wool was converted into these fabrics

and into the linsey and jeans with which the whole family was clothed.

It happened that the work was begun on a Saturday when all the children

could help, and Lois saw the sheep driven into a shallow place in the creek

to be washed and then she watched the men clip the trembling beasts, lying

on a rough table with feet tied together. How small they looked as they

ran off bleating, released of their heavy weight of wool.

"Some shears only once a year," said Martha, "but I sure do pity them that

has the wool to work up; it's long and torn with briers and all matted up

with burrs and trash. It loses more in the picking, too. I despise such as that."

Once off the sheep's back the wool was washed again, and on the thor-

oughness with which this was done depended much of the quality of the

cloth. Spread out on the roof of low outhouses and on frames, it was left

to dry.

Next began the "picking." Every bit of wool must be picked over to

rid it of burrs and bits of weed. This was the task in the Chalmers family

of the younger girls, and a task not popular, but under Martha's firm man-
agement there was no grumbling. When "picked" a white, fluffy mass, it

had lost much of its weight.

Unless it was to be "dyed in the wool," it was then greased with lard,

to make it possible to card and spin it. Long before all the wool was

"picked" the carders began to work. Most of the girls were experts, the

cards having been put into their hands as soon as they were old enough to

hold them, but carding, even to those most accustomed to the work, is a

wearisome job and hard on the shoulders. In the Chalmers home much of

it was done as the family sat around the hearth at night, when the talk and

the old tales and the singing of "song-ballets" lessened the tedium and made
the workers forget their fatigue.

During those fall days the blue pot stood in the kitchen fireplace, keeping
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"about so warm," day and night, till the mixture had duly fermented and

the color had "come."

Before the four months of school were over, the spinning wheel was

going, turning the "rolls" as they came from the carders into skeins of even,

smooth yarn. In fine weather the big wheel was carried out into the yard,

near the wooden trough into which ran water, brought down from the spring

on the mountain through pipes of logs. The cool sound of running water

never ceased and made an accompaniment to the intermittent hum of the

wheel.

Martha was famous throughout the region for her linsey-woolsey. There

were no "bobbles" in it, nor uneven places nor broken selvedges. The webs

that came from her loom were smooth and uniform and substantial. Of all

the samples she had seen, Lois liked best a pure, light gray, of white wool

with a little black wool "broken into" it; not black sheep's wool, which is

brown, but a rich velvety black, dyed with walnut roots. "That cloth would

make a coatsuit that could be worn anywhere," said Lois, "that would be

my choice."

In school as on the farm, honest work had been done. It was with a good

conscience one October day that Lois started with a bevy of the older pupils

to attend a Singing Contest, yon side of the Lonesome Mountain. A singing

teacher had been holding a school at Sugar Grove for two weeks and the

singers had challenged the neighboring districts to bring along their shaped-

note songbooks and sing them down if they could. Most of the party walked,

keeping the same steady stride uphill and down and rarely letting the riders

outgo them. To Lois, as an unaccustomed rider, had been given Moll, Jim
Wilder's old brown mule. As she mounted, Mrs. Wilder said reassuringly,

"Jest you set down on old Moll and keep on a settin' and you'll git thar."

That was a day to remember; the leisurely ride through the autumn

woods; the red of sourwood and gum trees and the yellow of sugar maples,

set off by the dark green of the pines and laurels; the glimpses, as they

rounded the shoulder of some hill, of far-off hills blue in haze; the bustle of

arrival at the Sugar Grove schoolhouse; the "howdying" between old friends

that met seldom and were glad to meet; the making of new acquaintances.

Then the volume of sound as each group in turn was called on and sang,

swaying in time with the song, their hands waving in unison, so marking

the rhythm with hand and body and voice.

Each set of contestants had brought its favorite hymn book. Sugar Grove

was singing from "Windows of Heaven, No. 3," and most of the tunes

were brand-new to all but these men, women, and children who had attended
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the singing school. The choir from Leaning Pine preferred their "Temper-

ance Harp," in which new words were set to old tunes. To hear them sing

:

"Oh, what a good time that will be, when rum shall infest us no more,"

to an old camp meeting tune, was an experience.

Lonesome Creek took no prizes, nor looked for any, for the mighty

singers of Lonesome had not been able to come, but the young people went

home content, singing as they rode and tramped through the night, a night

white with a full moon which lighted their way even through the thick

woods.

Just before Christmas Lois closed her school with an exercise unequaled

in the annals of Lonesome Creek, in which every last pupil took part in

some way, and every parent had a chance to swell with pride. It was held

in the afternoon that the mothers might come with the very little children,

and the windows of the schoolhouse were darkened with quilts lent from

a house near by, that the children might feel the occasion to be grand and

gay. The school owned no lamps as yet, but lanterns were brought and hung

on the walls so that by the time the house was "plumb full" there was light

enough to manage with.

Shadrach made a short speech and Jim Wilder made a long one, but the

gist of each was the same: that Middle-Lonesome wanted Miss Lois back

again come August, and that next year a subscription could and would be

made up to continue the school another month or two after "free money"
was taught out.

It was harder for Lois to say goodbye to the Chalmers family than it had

been to leave her own home sixteen weeks before. She laughed off her

emotion by lamenting that she could not stay long enough to see the weaving

of the linsey.

"Come back to us next year," said Martha, "and we'll sure fix it for you

to stay longer. Then we'll be able to show you."

It fell out as they had wished and planned and for two more seasons and

for longer sessions, Lois taught the school on the Creek. Then she would
make no promises, but there was a secret conference with Martha before

she set off in the wagon for the railroad and home.

Some time after this, Peaceable Tim's widow was visiting Granny Jude,

whose cabin, far up a hollow, might be said to be the "top hen on the roost."

"Hev ye heard the news about Miss Lois?" said Granny. "They're a

tellin' it that she's about to get married."

"It's plime-blankthat-a-way," rej oined the other, "and Martha's a-weavin'

her weddin' dress."



4. THE THREE GRAY WOMEN

IOIS RICE was teaching for the second year the Middle-Lonesome
School. It was fodder-pulling time and according to an ancient

_^ custom and by general consent the school was closed for a week.

The children were in the fields, stripping off the lower leaves of the corn

for "blade fodder" while the larger boys and the men were "topping" the

stalks; cutting the "top fodder" with a quick, dexterous slash of the knife.

Both kinds of fodder would make "roughness" on which the cattle would

feed during the winter.

On Tuesday evening Esther Chalmers came to Lois with a message:

"Maw wants you should go with her tomorrow to her aunts' in Tennessy.

She's heard that Aunt Lizzie is kindly bad off, and she's took a notion to

strike out and go over the mountain soon in the morning."

Lois accepted the summons gladly. Soon after sunrise she was on her way
to the Chalmers to join Martha.

The night had been still, with a heavy frost, the first "killing frost" of

the season. As Lois neared the big black walnut tree in the lane, where the

children lingered after school to crack and eat the nuts, she saw that on the

ground beneath it the leaves lay like a carpet, almost like a designed decora-

tion; light, sharp green, toning up the brownish green grass and the brown

earth around them. Above, the branches were almost bare. The flowers in

the Chalmers yard, so gay the day before, were black, save for the chrysan-

themums, bronze and yellow, that had withstood the cold.

Martha was ready and together she and Lois "took the mountain," thus

cutting off many miles of travel by wagon road. At first they followed a

logging road that wound in and out of the mountain side by easy grades.

As they rounded an open slope, Lois saw a figure approaching them, in

silhouette against the sky, tall and lank and sunbonneted.

"Yonder comes Serinthy Whissenbee," exclaimed Martha, "going to her

brother's in the Holly Bottoms."

"How can she recognize a sunbonnet at this distance," thought Lois, to

whom this headgear seemed a leveler and a disguise.

After greetings and polite inquiries after health, the two women sat down

on a bank and engaged in the exchange of news. Lois watched with interest

the movements of the two bonnets so close together, as they expressed the
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feelings of the speakers. She heard that Aunt Lizzie was on the mend
though she had been "aiming to die."

"They plumb give her up," said Serinthy, "but Doc Burns come by and

he fotched her out of it. They tell me he can cure mighty nigh anything

that's a workin' on a body."

The mounting sun warned the wayfarers to be moving on so the last

words were exchanged and Martha and Lois climbed on while Serinthy

descended toward the Holly Bottoms with her budget of news.

When the crest of the mountain was gained, the travelers followed an

obscure trail along a ridge and soon saw far below them Peachtree Cove,

widening out into the flatwoods beyond, and far away they could dimly

descry a town. Almost at their feet, in a fold of the hill above the Cove,

lay the little homestead which was their goal.

A short descent through open woods and pasture brought them to the

barns and to the house. There a scene of activity presented itself. What was

being done was to Lois a mystery, no less so after Martha had exclaimed:

"If they ain't right now a warpin' 'em a chain."

Against the house, a low structure of logs covered with weatherboarding,

leaned a heavy wooden frame. On the ground in front of this stood a small

upright frame, holding large spools filled with cotton yarn. Between the

two moved an erect old woman, her hands filled with threads. These came

from the spools and were being laid over and under pegs on the larger

frame.

At the approach of the visitors, the warper, fastening her threads securely

around a peg, stepped forward to greet her niece and then to make welcome

the teacher. Aunt Elvira was the oldest of three sisters and Lois soon found

that she had qualities lacking in the others. Her features, strong and rugged,

were only relieved from ugliness by their expression. There was in her face

not merely good will, but radiance that won Lois' heart.

Aunt Lizzie was sitting in a low "rocky chair," that had been brought out

onto the grass before the house that she might watch "the doin's." She had

a mouse-like face, with mouth drawn in, not only from loss of teeth, but

from a shrewd suspicion of things in general and unwillingness to be com-

mitted to anything. Her neck was bound up with surgeon's plaster and she

was not loath to tell how bad off she had been before Doc Burns had come.

"It warn't jest a plain risin', it war a kee-ar-bunkle," she explained with

dignity. "I wor ne'er a one for much doctrine, but I mighty nigh faith Doc
Burns."

Aunt Hannah was large, like her sister Elvira and like her was a master
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hand at the loom. Her specialty, a rare one, was the weaving of white

counterpanes. The warp they were preparing was for her loom. Aunt Elvira,

it was explained, wove coverlets, while Aunt Lizzie, when well, carded and

spun and filled the quills for the others.

"They are like the Three Fates," thought Lois, "who spun and wove."

When Aunt Hannah began to tell her great trouble and would not cease

telling it, about the loss of the one lens that had been left in her spectacles,

without which she could not see to thread up her loom, and when she was

joined in her lament by both of her sisters, Lois thought also of the Three

Gray Women in the Wonder Book, who lost the one eye they had between

them.

Still lamenting, Aunt Hannah set about getting dinner, while Aunt Elvira

went on with the warping. Lois watched the process closely and with some

explanation from Martha began to understand the method in what had

looked to her quite aimless. The pegs had been set into the warping bars

in a definite pattern. The purpose of the warping was to prepare a set of

warp threads for winding upon the big back beam of the loom, so that they

could be drawn forward, each thread in its own order, and each crossed with

its neighbor threads. It is only so that the warp can be made to run smoothly

and with even tension through the "gears," that is, the harness eyes, and

through the reed to the front or cloth beam and be rolled on this as the web
progresses. All this Lois comprehended but vaguely even when Elvira let

her "pick the cross" at the end of a "bout," crossing each thread with the

one next it and laying them all on the pegs so as to "hold the cross" until

the warping was done and the crosses could be tied.

It was all interesting to Lois, but the prettiest sight came at the end,

when Martha, tall and buxom, took the warp from the bars, looping the

cream-white bunch of threads into itself, and laying this chain of great

links over her shoulder as it lengthened. It was clear to anyone seeing this

why the warp was, in common speech, the chain.

At the bountiful dinner the talk was all of the big meeting going on down
in the settlement, four miles away.

"They do say it's the awfullest meetin' ever heard of. It's a regular

tare-up of a meetin'," said Hannah, keen for excitement.

"Does seem like the people's takin' a interest," said Aunt Lizzie. "When
the mourners get to takin' on and the others go to shoutin', you can't hear

nothin'."

"Poor sister ain't fit to go anywheres till that neck of hers gets swaged

down, but I'm aimin' to go and see for myself, come Sunday," said Hannah.
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"This poke-stalk religion ain't worth much, to my way of thinkin'," said

Elvira, and seeing the puzzled look on Lois' face, she added, "Laws, child,

ain't you seen pokeweed a growin' up so biggity in the summer time and

then in winter, nothin' left of it but a gray rag you couldn't kinnle a fire

with?"

Lois laughed as she recognized the aptness of the simile.

Early in the "evening" (a part of the day that begins at 12 m.), Martha

prepared to start, for the days were shortening and she must be home by

sundown. What was to be done about the missing lens? How could the web

be drawn in? If Martha could stay, her eyes would suffice, but she had made

no arrangement to be gone overnight. Timidly, Lois offered her services,

and after some consultation it was decided that since she was a school-teacher

she would be able to learn from Hannah to thread the harness. Outside of

the help she might give, the three sisters were overjoyed to have the com-

pany for even one night and day of one they termed "a plumb sweet thing."

Martha was uneasy at the thought of Lois "taking the mountain" alone the

next day, fearing she might lose the trail, so blind in places. She bethought

her that her "old man" was aiming to take his wheat around by road to the

mill in the settlement below, and whenever he did so he could "come up

by to fetch Miss Lois."

"Ef 'tain't tomorrow it'll be the next day."

So it was settled, and furthermore Shadrach could get a new pair of

glasses at Bart's store on the way. "You can get them there," she said, "as

low as ten cents."

This was most satisfactory, but Aunt Hannah gave one parting injunction

for Shad to be "mighty perticklar to get specs, not glasses. Them that clinch

the nose, I despise 'em."

Around the fire that evening there was comfort and good cheer. Lois

told the three ancient dames about her home and her family in answer to

their eager questions, and then heard from them of old times on the moun-
tain; exciting tales of adventure with bear and wildcat and lynx; of deer

hunts, of one when two of them as girls chased a stag over the mountains

with their dogs a whole day and killed him at the Old Stand in North Caro-

lina.

Then the subject of old songs came up; "love ballets," and ballad after

ballad was sung. Elvira and Hannah had been famous singers in their day.

"The False Knight upon the Road," "The Maid Freed from the Gallows,"

"The Silk Merchant's Daughter," "The Seven Bretheren," and others.
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Some of them Lois had heard before, but others, centuries old, were new
to her.

The last song, "Ellender and the Brown Girl," was sung alone by Han-
nah. She sat with head thrown back, eyes looking off as if she saw the things

of which she sang acted out before her. Her voice, still strong and clear, in-

toned rather than sang the ancient tune with its gapped scale.

Go dig my grave both wide and deep

And paint my coffin black,

And bury fair Ellender in my arms,

The brown girl at my back.

They dug his grave both wide and deep

And painted his coffin black,

They buried fair Ellender in his arms,

The brown girl at his back.

At the end, Hannah said solemnly, "My mother taught me that and I

aim to not forget it."

Lois woke early the next morning and taking a bucket ran to the spring

for water over grass glistening with hoarfrost. A red dawn was in the east-

ern sky and high up, where the rose melted into gray-blue, a planet still

shone. Looking toward the house she saw Elvira gazing at the beauty with

her old face transfigured. "She sees it and feels it, too," said Lois softly.

Breakfast dispatched, the beaming of the web began. One end of the

"chain" was fastened along the big beam and then laid over the "rake"

whose teeth spread the threads apart. While one of the women turned the

beam slowly, the others held the warp taut, paying it out as needed and

watching that no thread caught in its progress. When all but a yard or two

was thus rolled onto the big beam at the back of the loom, the ends of the

threads were brought forward into position to be passed through the har-

ness, a task requiring good eyesight.

Hannah went to a little chest under one of the beds and brought out the

draft, rolled up and tied with black thread. When opened out, the long

strip of yellowed paper showed a series of figures and crisscross lines in

faded ink. Along the top was written: "Hannah McRae her County-Pin

Draft." "A preacher drawed that off for me nigh on to fifty year ago,"

said Hannah. "Of all the county-pin drafts I've wove or seen wove, this

is my favorite."

Lois felt horribly uncertain whether she could ever master the meaning of
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this mysterious paper, but her reputation as a teacher, and "high-larnt," was

at stake, and make good she must. She took the place assigned her and

listened intently to the instructions. There were before her four wooden
frames, each holding many doubled threads, about eight inches long, and

in the center of each pair was a loop or eye. The point was to get the right

thread through the right eye. Hannah numbered the frames for her: one,

two, three, and four.

"We'll commence with the selvedge," said she. "That ain't in the draft.

You take these first two threads, here, and pass them through the first eye in

the first harness. Yes, that's right. It'll go quicker once you've done it a

spell. Now this next thread goes into the first eye in the second harness, the

next 'un in the first on the third, and the next into that 'un on the fourth.

Now one in the first harness, one in the second, and so on. It takes nine

threads to make a plime-blank good edge for this kind of weaving. There's

some that never learn that."

After the selvedge was successfully drawn in, they began with the draft.

Lois soon found how this corresponded with the harness sets and harness

eyes and the battle was won.

"I knew in reason she'd catch on to it," said Hannah, "but she's learnt

the quickest ever."

"It takes more'n good sense," said Elvira, "she's been learned to put her

thoughts on a thing and not let 'em squander all over creation."

Aunt Lizzie rocked to and fro in satisfaction, saying, "I just love to set

and watch them pretty hands a flyin' about so spry. They're the least hands

ever I see, on a woman."
With encouragement of this sort, Lois worked steadily and carefully at

her self-imposed task. Though tiring, the novelty and importance of it kept

it from becoming tiresome.

The last threads were drawn in by noon. As the four women sat down to

dinner, Lois, weary but triumphant, heard the sound of wheels and the gee

and haw of the mule driver. With the weird cry used in the mountains to

stop the mules, Shadrach drew up before the house. After the "howdies"

had been said the bridles were loosened and the bundles of "roughness"

brought for the animals were thrown down before them. Shad, after a great

splashing of hands and face in the basin on the porch rail, came in smiling

benignly.

"He is always so joval," Aunt Hannah had said that morning, and jovial

he looked with his clustering black locks and beard, as he opened his wallet

and brought out, not one, but three pairs of spectacles of the desired sort.
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The excitement though undemonstrative was intense, and the pleasure

of each of the sisters as she found she could distinguish near objects with

these new aids was good to witness.

In parting from Lois, both Aunt Hannah and Aunt Lizzie threw their

old arms about her, "loving her neck," a sign of approval distinctly rare

from them.

Elvira looked into her eyes and said, "I wish you well."

For Lois' comfort, Shad had brought on top of the load of wheat left

at the mill, a splint-bottomed chair. On this, behind the driver's seat of

rough board, she balanced herself in the moving wagon bed.

As the wheels half rolled, half slid down the steep road into the valley,

she spoke thus with herself : "They are not one bit like Hawthorne's Gray

Women except for the lost eye. His were quarrelsome and grasping, and

these are generous and kind. Their religion isn't the poke-stalk kind. If ever

I'm old and poor I want to be like Elvira. She has something I'll need then.

I reckon I'd better begin to get it now."



5. COVERLETS

A NYONE to pass along through this country would think there warn't

J-\ no one a livin' here much, but just let the people get up a interest

_/ A. in comin' out, and gin they swarm out of the hollows, they's a right

smart crowd of them, git 'em all bunched up together."

So said a man of western North Carolina, and anyone who has lived for

a season in the Carolina mountains can witness to the accuracy of his words.

Adventuring off the main road and up one of the hollows, one comes to

houses and cabins hidden away in the folds of the hills, not only from the

stream of travel but for the most part from each other. To be "within

hollerin' distance" of two or three other dwellings is to be in a center of

population.

The approach to one of these farmsteads is known to a traveler on foot

or in the saddle not only by the sight of the house with its cluster of out-

buildings: barn, stable, corncrib, and smokehouse, but by the witness of

the ear. A dog barks, or the guinea hens, holding a guinea-rights meeting

on the Virginia rail fence, call stridently for rain ; a woman is singing a

child to sleep, and the sound of the chair in which she is rocking him to and

fro, rockerless though it be, mingles with her high-pitched voice. It may
be a "love ballet" she is singing, or one of the "songs of Zion." Or perhaps

one hears the sound of children at happy play, or quarreling j in which case

the mother is apt to be heard telling them to "quit their meanness," or she'll

come out and "frail 'em with a stick."

From Granny Jude's cabin the sound most frequently heard was the dull

thud of the loom batten, as the reeds of the sley struck in a regular rhythm,

beating up the web. Granny Jude lived alone, for "that a way a body does

see peace," but of casual visitors she could never have too many. To hear

how the world about her wagged, and to pass on the news to the next comer,

was the excitement of her life, as weaving was its occupation. Naturally her

house was rarely without a neighbor woman who had "dropped in to sit a

spell" to hear Town Topics, and to add, perchance, an item or an illuminat-

ing comment.

Gran, as she was called by those akin to her (and these included most of

the people of the countryside), had had a varied experience. She had, so she
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said, "lived every way, hard and well enough, on the top of the pot and
under it," and now again she was underneath. A fire had consumed her

substantial house with most of its contents. Her savings, hidden between the

square logs, had gone too. Living in the old cabin left to her, she was de-

pendent on the product of her loom.

Life had, with her, been varied in other respects besides ease of circum-

stances. Her friends knew enough to refrain from awkward questioning.

The virtues that were hers, of honest dealing and an open hand, gained her

the respect and liking of the neighbors and they let bygones be bygones.

As old man Chalmers sometimes said of the old days when Granny Jude

was young: "There was no king in Israel, every man did that which was

right in his own eyes."

When Granny Jude and Peaceable Tim's widow foregathered, there were

stories recounted not only of the present doings on Lonesome Creek and its

tributaries, but of old times during the war between the states, and even

of still earlier times.

The little school-teacher, Lois Rice, liked to listen to those stories and

they liked to have her for an audience. There were tales of the days when

homes were three miles apart with only a trail between them 5 of the coming

in of the first settlers, along the mountains from Pennsylvania; of the

coming of "old man Chalmers of all," who lived with his family one whole

winter in the hollow stump of an immense poplar tree. "They say he could

swing a ten-foot pole in it." (Lois used to hope that the family was small

and that the pole was not often swung about their heads.)

"Did you ever hear that by climbin' the Chestnut Knob, here at the top

of the Creek, a body can walk to Pennsylvany without once crossin' water?

There's them a livin' that's done it, in time of the war."

"Do you know how peoples did when the nearest mill was three days'

journey off, and there weren't no neighbors? How the men-folks would go

off once a year to the settlements to get their corn ground, packing it on

mule-back or toting it their own selves?"

Once, when Gran's mother was left thus alone, a little feist trotted into

the door at sundown, just such a little dog as was to be seen about every

Indian encampment. Thinking that foes were upon her, the poor woman
ran out of her house in terror and spent a long night crouching in the cane-

brake, but when she stole home in the dawn she found no sign of intruders.

"My mother was a powerful workin' woman," said Granny Jude. "She

could do more weavin' in a day than I can in two, till along toward the last
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she was took with the deathly jerks or the deathly grab. It used to catch a

holt of her at one side and go right acrost her. She sure was bad off.

"It was her taught me to weave coverlets. Used to when I was little I'd

get into the loom when she was out and weave a piece of plain cloth. I never

knowed if she noticed it, but one day she catched me at it. She gave me a

genteel good breshing, but it caused her to let me learn coverlet weavin' like

what I'm doing now. None of her other girls was turned that way. It's lucky

I did learn it, for, as you may say, it's all my livin' these days, and it sure

is hard to make a livin' out of plain weavin'."

"How many drafts is they?" in response to a question from the little

teacher. "Laws a marcy, honey! That's something I can't tell ye. I can name
them I've got and some I've seen wove, and some I've heerd tell of.

"That America, her that died a while back and they made such a pretty

buryin' for, she'd take any coverlet that ever was wove, and, if she could

get to ravel it out a bit, she'd set in and draw it in and tromp it same like

she'd had a draft all writ out. She's the onliest one I ever did know that

could do such as that.

"I don't know figures so I have to have marks, like on this draft pinned

up on the loom. That's Pineburr, a mighty sweet draft. By now I know it so

well that I can weave it right on without even flashin' my eye on the paper.

Folks like this pattern so well I ain't scarcely no chance to try e'er a new one.

I do delight in that. Delia, here, she brought me one from over the moun-

tain called Philadelphia Pavement. I'm a rarin' to draw it in and see how
the spots come out. Shucks, ain't it grand, the things they is to do and to

find out about."

One day ill news came up the hollow to Granny Jude. Her son, the

latest-born and the best-beloved, had been shot, just "yon side of the line."

He had been the most to blame and had drawn his fate on him, but that did

not lessen the blow to his mother. She sat with her apron over her head,

bewailing her Joe, her "baby," or in ungovernable access of grief strode up

and down before the cabin, leaping into the air, arms flung up, curses for

the murderer on her lips.

Time quieted the ravings of her pain and new cares gave her less chance

to brood. Joe's wife was a slim young thing "no bigger than a cake of soap

after a week's washin'." Quite unfit to take up the battle of life for herself

and the three "young-uns" clinging to her skirts. "Where is heart room
there is hearth room," says an old proverb and Gran's heart and hearth were

large enough for all. While the young widow cooked and washed and
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mended, Gran set herself resolutely to "beating out" on the loom the living

for the five of them.

She thinks: "It's as near honor to work as anything that ever was done."

No longer does she "see peace" in a quiet house to herself, but in the taking

up of this heavy task in her old age, a higher and a better peace has come

to her.



6. "HERB FOR THE SERVICE OF MAN"

WHILE she was in high school Lois Rice had studied botany,

but with too little fieldwork to give her a real acquaintance

with the plants of her region. The smattering she had learned

of classification came back to her now when she was in the real country, and

she became keenly interested in the flowering plants and the trees and shrubs

on Lonesome. Armed with her Gray's Manual, she spent many leisure

moments in identifying the specimens gathered from the roadside or brought

to her by her pupils, who had grown interested in what they looked on as a

new game of teacher's.

"You know the names, and we know the things," they said, as she named
one of the plants so familiar to their eyes. One evening in November, as

Lois reached the Poplar Gap on her way home from school, she heard in

the woods above the road the sound of chopping} but not the sharp, decisive

stroke of the woodsman. Looking up she saw her hostess, Mrs. Jim Wilder,

at work with a hatchet at the roots of a large tree.

Lois felt for Mrs. Jim both liking and respect. In looks she was far from

the type usually described in mountain fiction. Of medium height, she had

put on flesh with the years. In spite of weight that made her unwieldy and

her gait a roll rather than a walk, she was on her feet and in motion most

of the time from before dawn to after dark. A woman of executive gifts,

she turned off the work of the house with seeming ease, and looked also after

the varied interests of her husband during his frequent absences on business.

Her many children were taught early to look out for themselves and for

each other, and though it could not be said that they were tidy, their rosy

faces and stoutness of limb showed them to have suffered nothing from

their mother's seeming neglect.

All but the youngest of the flock were boys, and to supply the place of

older daughters, Mrs. Jim had adopted two orphan girls, who fared well

with the others.

Seeing Lois in the road below her, Mrs. Jim called to her and Lois ran

up the steep bank, eager to see what her hostess was doing so out of her

common round.

"I'm huntin' me some white walnut roots to dye yarn for the boys' jeans,"

said Mrs. Jim. "A body might think that with all them boys of mine I'd not

have to do such as this, but they're mighty trifling and fergetful when it
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comes to anythin' they 'low is work for weemin. I'd full as soon do it myself

as to be quarrelin' at 'em about it.

"What will these roots make? The purtiest sort of a black, for a black

and white mixtry. I'll be needin' some sumac berries, too, but they grow
down the road a piece."

As the two walked along together toward home, Lois thought to herself

that here was another piece of the puzzle that excited her interest: the color-

ing of the homespun cloth. She had not taken much thought about that part

before. How were the other colors obtained? Did they, too, come from the

woods, she wondered?

It was easy, she learned from Mrs. Jim, to get all shades of yellow and

orange and brown. "For red, there ain't one thing in the woods that grows

here, wild, to make you a right, bright red. Mam has madder in her garden

and that is a fine color if a body knows how to work with it. Mam is the

masterishest body in this settlement for all kinds of coloring. You'd oughtei:

talk to her. She's been setting a blue pot here lately."

The suggestion was not lost on Lois. Peaceable Tim's widow had often

begged her to spend the day with her, and why not go up next Saturday

with Ursula, the youngest of the Wilder flock.

Lois' mind was well imbued with the maxim: a teacher should have no

favorites. In the schoolroom she managed to keep an impartial rule. Her
feelings, however, could not be so easily controlled. Between her and seven-

year-old Ursula there was a bond of understanding and affection that grew

stronger with the weeks. The child was small for her age but with limbs

well rounded. Every motion was full of unconscious grace, the result of

perfect health and of her buoyant spirit. Her comrades, both boy and girl,

acknowledged her charm without realizing it, but when John Wesley, a

red-headed urchin, gave expression to his liking one recess time, by con-

fronting her with: "Me and you stand in, don't we, Urse?" she gave his

cheek a resounding slap and danced away to the other side of the play-

ground, leaving him to gaze ruefully after her.

It was not for her winning looks and ways alone that Lois loved the child,

but most for an inner quality. From the day when they found out that each

felt what Lois called "quivery" over the wild flowers and mosses and ferns

that lined the roadways and hid in the woods, the two understood each other.

Ursula had found a friend to whom she could talk out the thoughts her busy

mother could not listen nor respond to, and Lois, in the child's freshness

and beauty of spirit, found renewal of the child's heart in herself.



A last word. Her own work.

The Dye Pot.



Home from school.
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So on Saturday morning, taking the road up the hollow to the Walnut

Flats, the two talked of many things in earth and heaven to their great

satisfaction.

Arrived at her grandmother's, Ursula looked in at the door, and, seeing

her grandmother busied by the fire, ran out to her "playhouse" at the edge

of the woods, where on a background of mosses were displayed various

treasures: bits of colored china and of glassware, a toy whittled out by one

of her brothers, a shiny piece of tin.

As Lois went into the cabin, the widow of Peaceable Tim was bending

over an enormous black iron pot, dipping up its liquid contents in a tin cup

and letting them fall back into the pot. As Lois drew near the fireplace, the

old woman straightened up and said, "Git you a cheer and rest you up a

spell after climbin' this mountain.

"You-all ain't as used to it as I be," she continued, after a pause filled with

constant dipping. "For forty years I've ben a travelin' up and down this

road, as long as the children of Israel were a travelin' up and down through

the wilderness.

"I sort of suspicioned you'n Ursie might be a travelin' it today, being as

it's Saturday and sech a perty day. Where is the child? I reckon she come

with ye?"

"She's out looking after her pretties," replied Lois. "But is this the blue

pot? Why does it foam so and why is it green? I should think it would be

blue."

The old woman smiled as she said, "Hit's green, and hit colors blue. It

sure looks quare to a body, but 'tis so."

"But what is in the pot? And why are you dipping it up that way?"

"It's just now come, and I'm gettin' the air into it.

"What's in it? says you; there's indigo in it} a leetle mite of a ounce or

two, squeezed through a little cloth sack, and the same of madder. But

mind ye, the madder has to be fresh or it does no good. It's quick to lose

strenth. That in there come from my own garden and it's a heap stronger

than that you can buy at the store.

"Then there's bran (it has to be wheat bran) ; and lye. Some has trouble

colorin' blue on account of not havin' real old-fashioned lye, dripped from

hardwood ashes, that ha' ben burnt over and over in the fireplace."

"Do you put the ashes right in with the other things?

"

"Bless you, no, honey! The ashes goes into that ash hopper out in the

yard. The rain washes down through 'em and leaches 'em, and the lye drips
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out at the small eend of the hopper. It's the lye that goes into the pot. Then
you fill up the pot with water just warm to your hand and let it set, where

it'll keep about so warm. I keep the seed of my fire all night, so the corner

here is warm a plenty for the pot."

"How long do you have to wait for it to be ready to dye with?" said Lois.

"Times it comes in a week or such a matter ; times a body has to wait on

it longer. It jest comes whenever it gits ready. You can tell when it comes

by the greeny look in the foam. Then you take and dip it a while like I'm

a doin' and then let it set a day or two more till it's good and foamy. After

that you can go to dippin' the yarn.

"How's that done? First you put a plate in bottom side up to keep the

bran from risin' and gettin' all mixed in with the wool. Then you dip in

your lot of wool or your yarn and hang it up out of doors and in a little

while you dip it in agin and you keep on a doin' of it that-a-way till the

color's as deep as you want it. For pale blue I ginerally has to dip four or

five times and more for right deep blue."

"Dear me!" exclaimed Lois, "there's plenty of work about it!"

"I'll not say it's not a worrisome job, but if a body's turned that way, like

I am, there's a heap of satisfaction in it."

"Your daughter says you make red with madder. Do you set a pot like

this?"
"

"It's kindly like it but it's easier done and sooner over with. Jest madder

and bran and water, and when it sours good it's ready. Some puts in vinegar,

but I kin do without. I'll show you the prettiest madder color ever you see,"

and turning down the white sheet spread over the bed in the corner farthest

from the fireplace, the company bed, the old woman displayed a coverlet

in red and white, beautiful and rich in color.

"That was dyed and spun and wove by a sister of my old man's. It's called

'Missouri Trouble.' Reckon there was trouble in Missouri way back yonder

in them days."

After this visit, Lois still pursued her investigations anent dye plants.

She plucked and triumphantly analyzed the "dye flower," a species of core-

opsis, found high up on the mountain ridges. Later she helped to gather

the "bay leaves."

She made note of the fact that "sneezeweed" makes a pretty yellow, but

not fast color, and that broom sedge gives a different hue for almost every

month of the year.

In January measles appeared in the school. No quarantine could be main-
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tained and the disease, very light in the first cases, spread rapidly. When
Ursula's turn came, however, it went hard with her; the usual herb teas

had little effect in bringing out the eruption.

Mrs. Jim, with her everyday, shrewd, business expression replaced by

one of anxious and tender love, held the child in her arms, rocking her, and

murmuring pet names in her ear. Ursula lay unresponsive, her cheeks bright

red, every breath a struggle.

"She's sure taken the fever," was the dictum of her grandmother.

"Couldn't you send for that Dr. Burns I've heard so much about?"

ventured Lois. But no, "Doc Burns" had been about them only during

vacations when he was studying j now he was established in a large town far

away.

"If even old Doc Sutton was living, him we always called 'Old Redbeard,'

he was a good man and a kind one, but he's gone," said Jim. " 'Pears like

we're kindly bad off for doctrine."

As a last resort, one of the boys was sent off to Ellsworth to see if a

doctor could be found there willing to come. Lois, who shared the mother's

watch that night, will never forget the slow passing of the hours, the ticking

of the clock, and at last, at one in the morning, the barking of the dogs down
the creek, warning them that someone was on the road, and then the hoof-

falls of one horse, bringing back the messenger alone. No help could be

looked for from Ellsworth.

Lois, desperate, summoned her energies and searched her memory. "Is

there any mustard in the house?" she asked Mrs. Jim.

Ground mustard there was none, but there must be mustard seed in one

of the small gourds hanging in the kitchen porch, and holding the seeds for

the garden. After a frantic search the seeds were discovered. Lois poured

them into a wooden bowl, and, running out into the yard, picked up a smooth

rock for a pestle.

With only half a hope to sustain her sinking heart, she mashed the seed,

mixed them with water, and spread the paste on one of her handkerchiefs.

Then, laying the plaster on Ursula's breast, she with the mother hung over

the child, in suspense.

It was not long before the labored breathing seemed to their anxious

watch to be slightly eased. In half an hour they were assured that the im-

provement was not imagined but real, and together they wept from sheer

relief and joy.

When the scourge was over, school reassembled, and Ursula quite herself
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again, her grandmother, settled for the day by Jim's fireside, reviewed the

events just past and delivered her oracle.

"There's something a growin' in the fields or in the woods, if folks only

knowed what they are, that'll cure most every complaint there is. There's

boneset, and wintergreen, and angelica, and snakeroot, and a power of other

yarbs, not to tell of this here mustard that holp us out with little Urse. I

reckon the Lord that made 'em planned it out that-a-way for our good."



y. WORK OF THE WISE-HEARTED

JIM WILDER hitched his chair around from the table and tilting back

in it was ready for conversation.

"I see Aunt Cinthy Duncan over to Rocky Lonesome," said he, "her

and her leetle old wagon and the brown mares. She's stoppin' over to Jake

Simmonses. We'll maybe see her here next week."

Mrs. Jim, having already seen to it that her household was fed, poured

herself a cup of coffee from the big pot on the cookstove, and settled her-

self to listen and ask questions.

"How'd she say she was? " said she.

"Like she allays is, sorter poky, and on the backgrounds, but she 'peared

to be mighty peart for the age she's gettin' to be. She must be upwards in

sixty."

Lois had before this heard something of Aunt Cinthy and had gathered

that she was a personage. Her visits to Lonesome and the adjacent regions,

made at irregular intervals, and extending over several weeks, were regarded

by her kinsfolk in the light of semiroyal progresses. In the ten days that

elapsed between Jim's announcement and the arrival of the great lady, Lois

learned much more about her.

"She was raised right nigh to Middle-Lonesome," Mrs. Jim told her.

"You recollect that big log house up the Piney Fork on Matt Corvin's place

behind the house he lives in now? It's kindly tore down now, but it was a

pretty good dwellin' in its day and time. Cinthy's maw was a Chalmers,

sister to Shad's paw. Her boys was all gals and the whole passel of 'em was

put to making the crop as soon as they was big enough to hannel a hoe.

Cinthy's pap did the plowing, he said it looked the awkwardest to him to

see a woman a plowing. Sometimes he'd harrow. The gals did the rest.

Cinthy, she delighted in it, she hated to be tied to the house, she was a

master hand for field work."

"What did the father do, if the girls did all the work?"
"You say, what did he do? He hunted some, but most days he just loaf-

ered round. He was mighty public-spirited, always ready to stop and set on a

fence and talk politics or any of them other things men-folks go on about

when there's three or four of 'em together. He certainly could consume the

day with such as that.
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"The main trouble though was the way he had of gambling. He was sure

born a gambler. That's what kept his family on suffrance. They made 'em

plenty, but he'd lose it all at his little card games. I've heard my father tell

about him losing their cow one time. The gals had made a pet of her and

they all run off and hid, so's not to see her go; all but Cinthy. She was cry-

ing but she was mad, too, clear through. She stood there a stampin' her foot

and cussin'. Them was hard times for the pore gal, but she sure done well

for herself when she married Dick Duncan."

At another time Lois heard more about this rich marriage. Dick Duncan
was a trader in horses and mules, well known throughout the country.

"He'd come through here a buying 'em up, and he'd take whole strings

of 'em back to Tennessy. Used to when we was little, we'd make us horses

out of cornstalks. You've seen them little tricks? I reckon the children make
'em yet. We'd call ours Duncan's horses and we'd play at selling 'em to him.

"Cinthy was a likely gal; her hair was all black and curly, like Shad's gal,

Millie, and her eyes had a snap to 'em. Duncan see her when he'd trade with

her pap, and first thing anyone knowed they was married. I see them go off

together and me a little kid. He'd brought her a fine sidesaddle and she was

riding along careless like, same like a man (she was ne'er a mite afeerd of a

critter) and her eyes were a sparkling.

"Duncan was a good man to her, she had plenty while he lived, and he

made her a free woman before that, so she controls everything."

In due time Aunt Cinthy reached Middle-Lonesome. Her first stop was

at Jim Wilder's, where she shared Lois' room. The two had full opportunity

to become acquainted. From the first Aunt Cinthy approved of the girl.

"She's not one mite like the foolish young things out where I live. All

they can think of is to get into town where they can see something. I can see

plenty to suit me in the country. That's one thing I like about Miss Lois,

here, she takes note of what's about her."

Though "upwards, and well upwards in sixty," Mrs. Duncan's hair was

still black and her eyes had not lost their snap. She was of large frame and

well formed. Her movements indicated health and vigor. There was an air

of out of doors about her that acted like a tonic.

Aunt Cinthy soon discovered Lois' interest not only in the things in the

country, but in the old-time ways of living.

"Ain't it a refreshment to the spirit, as the preachers say, to see any young

person that takes a real hearty interest in them old coverlets and work such

as that?" she said one day. "And you, that has been somewhere and has got
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book learning, to set a high value to these old things! I love 'em myself,

though I'd rather be switched anytime than try to make 'em. I ain't turned

that way. But them little old fixin's of young weemen that live about me on

the River they ain't got no use for them coverlets and county-pins and

teesters; make fun of them; they do so. I'm plain tired of them; them and

their powders and their goings on. They rub their cheeks with them artifi-

cials, to make 'em red. Better get out, I says to them, and hoe 'em a row

or two and they'd have color enough to last 'em a spell. They ain't no idea

of work nor the worth of work in the world. One of my daughter-in-laws is

like that. 'I am weary of my life because of the daughters of Heth,' as the

Good Book says."

Mrs. Duncan on leaving the Wilders begged Lois to come down to spend

a week with her at Christmas time, promising to show her specimens of

handwork. "My house is mighty nigh filled with it, what-all came from his

folks is there, mighty nigh all of it, they tell me, and there's some from the

Chalmers side and from my pap's people, so you'll see something, I'm a

telling you.

"Come about Christmas time; you give these pore young-uns a holiday,

don't ye? I'll send the hack for you. Jake Byron can drive the mules. He's

a candidate for mattimony too, but don't you take up with him; he's too old

for a pretty young thing like you."

At first Lois demurred on account of the expected visit from her sister

Susan during the holidays, but the invitation was extended to Susan also, and

urged so heartily that Lois accepted it with genuine pleasure.

On the day set Byron appeared with the well-known outfit from the

Duncan place. The road at first was familiar to Lois but when the turn was

made through the Hollow Gap, all was new to her. A light snow had fallen

and had melted off around Middle-Lonesome, but up on the mountain it

still lay, throwing into relief the laurels and the leafless scrub. The sun in

a sky of bright blue warmed the travelers and the mules took them along

at a smart pace.

Descending on the other side of the Gap the character of the country

changed. Though still broken, it became less rugged, the fields were larger

and more level. To a farmer's eye it was a more attractive land. For the two

young women, however, it lacked the charm of the wilder country.

It was late in the day when they approached the River and saw before

them wide fields, and large barns and a house of good proportions. "Is that

the Duncan place?" cried the girls.
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"That's what we call it," said Byron, "I 'lowed you-all couldn't mis-

understand it."

It was a good farm, well kept up. The chimneys smoked in welcome and

soon Mrs. Duncan was bringing in her guests and making much of them.

With her lived a cousin of her husband, whom she called Cousin Mag. On
her, it would seem, devolved the management of the household, leaving

Mrs. Duncan free to devote herself to the affairs of the farm ; an arrange-

ment that made for peace and comfort.

The exhibition of handwork began that night. The supper table was

spread with a fair linen cloth, woven a hundred years before. It was white

and shining after its many launderings. "It's wove in 'Rings and Chains,' "

Cousin Mag told them. "Some of them's in 'M's and O's,' but I always did

like 'Rings and Chains' the best. The flax was raised and worked by my
Great-grandmother Duncan, down about Raleigh. She was born in the old

country and come across in a sloop after one of them leetle rebellions they

had over there in Ireland. Her folks was into it and they had to flee."

The night was cold but in the large room into which the girls were ushered

at bedtime a wood fire was burning in the big chimney place, giving light

as well as heat. The covers on the bed were many and some of the names of

the patterns were mentioned by Cousin Mag as she turned them down for

the sleepy girls. They laid their heads on the pillows with a confused sense

of being beneath a battlefield where Bonaparte's men were marching to the

Defeat of Braddock. They knew nothing more until the morning sun of

December came through the pure white window curtains and Cousin Mag
came in with a handmaiden to lay their fire.

It had "put in a pretty good night's rain," as Aunt Cinthy said, and the

leaves of the evergreen shrubs around the house that had curled up tightly

in the severe cold were smoothed out and glistening in the sunlight.

Aunt Cinthy said of the rain, "All we get now we won't be bothered with

next spring when we're wanting some spring weather."

The days spent at the Duncan farm did not lack interest. The girls spent

their mornings in the open air, with Mrs. Duncan or alone, going over the

farm, walking through woods and fields. In the afternoons the treasures

from wardrobes and shelves and drawers were brought out for their ad-

miration.

The coverlets were many, of various designs and of various colors, though

the deep indigo blue held the first place. A bright scarlet cover was colored

by a great-aunt, so Cousin Mag said, with "Scotch chenille." But this was a
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rarity among coverlets and had an exotic look that did not please Lois like

the softer reds and browns. She liked to trace the evolution of the patterns.

"St. Ann's Robe," for instance, became "Governor's Garden," and then

with a change in proportions, "Pokendalis." What that name meant puzzled

her and she repeated it over wonderingly, till Susan, whose favorite study

was history, exclaimed, "Pokendalis, Pokendallis. I believe it is Polk and

Dallas! I was reading the other day about Dallas, Texas, being named for

the Vice-President with Polk." This was greeted by the old ladies as a great

discovery, and the draft of the coverlet was hunted up that the name might

be written in its corrected form.

"All the same," said Lois, "I like Pokendalis better. It sounds like some-

thing in a fairy tale."

Susan was interested in the Old World names such as "Irish Chain,"

"Flowers of Edinboro," "Germany's Star." Lois, the flower lover, liked the

"Dogwood Blossom" and the "Hickory Leaf."

Though the counterpanes did not bear such piquant names, being mostly

variants of "dimities" and "huckabuck stripe," they were very lovely with

their cream-white surfaces and with their elaborate fringes. There were

testers, too; and some of these of netted work and fringe were in use on the

high-post beds. A set of window curtains with borders of drawn work had

been laid away carefully in a chest.

"Them was made by my Grandmother Chalmers," said Mrs. Duncan.

"She was a master hand at weavin' and all kinds of such-like. This here,"

indicating the needlework, "was all done in the loom. Them spaces was

never made by drawing out the threads, like you see people a doing in these

days; she jest bowdaciously left out the threads whenever she wanted to

work it this-a-way."

When they came to the quilts, Cousin Mag was in her element.

"I do naterally love a scrop quilt," she said. "Time was I could piece you
any quilt you could name, from a 'Blazin' Star' to the 'Ocean Wave.' "

"You're a wonderin' why I cain't do it now. It's on account of me havin'

the neuralgy so bad and whenever I go to workin' with the needle it makes
it worser. It's jest a continual, severe misery!"

There were piece quilts enough to furnish forth two large families. Many
of these were "scrop quilts," made out of bits of the family dresses, and of

odds and ends of all sorts.

"Somethin' out of nothin'," Cousin Mag called them.

A few were made out of whole cloth. "The Road to California and Back"
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was in red and green and white j "The Sunflower," gorgeous in green and

orange and white.

The "Patchwork" spreads (applique) were rare, but there were one or

two admirable specimens, well preserved, and elaborately quilted.

"The woman that made that had lots of sense or she couldn't have quilted

it up that-a-way," was Aunt Cinthy's comment on the handsomest of all.

There was one of plainer design, the "Bear's Paw," that had seen hard

usage. Aunt Cinthy explained that this was her mother's work.

"She was allays a workin' at suthin' and I recollect when she was at this.

Paw had had good luck one time and he brought us a dress pattern apiece

from town. Maw she cut these Bear's Paws outen the scraps and patched

'em onto this old flax sheet that was made in past generations.

"You'll see some of the pieces is red and some is brown and some is yaller

and some is green, jest like our dresses was. I can pick 'em out now. That

there red 'un is mine. Folks knowed in them days what bears' paws was like,

without visitin' a show to find out."

Laid away in the chest where were stored the chief treasures of the col-

lection was a spread that showed the initiative of Grandmother Chalmers:

a homespun sheet on which she had embroidered a pattern of her own de-

signing in chain stitch and overlaid work. The thread used, homespun cotton,

had been colored with indigo and with turkey red. The effect was charming.

Grandmother Chalmers had made three of these spreads, one for each of

her daughters.

"Two were alike," said Aunt Cinthy, "and one different. That un has

zigzags all acrost it like Virginny rail fences. Polly Ann Frobisher has that

un j she lives over on Piney. Her maw was sister to my maw. I reckon Aunt

Delia has the mate to this un, if she hain't give it to Jim Wilder's wife.

You hain't seen it? I reckon they never once thought of bringin' it out."

Among the blankets were one or two pieces of all wool material, of in-

tricate design, the only specimens of weaving in which a wool warp had

been used. Cousin Mag displayed with pride a "breakfast shawl," a triangle

for the shoulders, all wool, but not woven on a loom. It was made of strands

of wool, which had been fastened in a wooden frame and tied together

closely enough to make a warm fabric.

Last of all came the tufted and the knotted spreads, which were wholly

new to Lois. She and Susan were curious to find out how the tufting was

done, and it was not until Cousin Mag had explained how the candlewicking

was drawn through the cloth with a thick needle and then clipped between
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the stitches, that their minds were free to admire the spreads and to dis-

tinguish the patterns. The most interesting was one worked in close tufts on

a homespun cotton sheet.

"My grandmaw worked that," Cousin Mag told them. "She made up

the pattern as she went along. I've heerd my maw tell how Gran'd set and

study about it and then she'd slip out into the dooryard and pick her some

pretties and work 'em in. Them's Marigolds and these here is Prince's-

feather, some calls 'em Cockscombs. Do you take note of that leetle baby

hand worked in the corner? That's my aunt's hand. Gran jest had her to

hold it there and she marked around it and then worked it in.

"I wouldn't sell it for all the gold of the Queen of Sheby, but I copied

it once, all but that leetle hand. It was for a woman who came in here once

from way off yonder some'ers. It give me a stiddy job, working at it dodge

times for three months. She paid me well for it, give me twenty dollars;

wanted it for her son's wife, she said. A mighty fine woman."

Most of the spreads had names such as "Bird in the Tree," "Bowl of

Roses," "Cucumber Vine," and "Wild Rose Vine." A more formal pattern

was named "Napoleon's Wreath."

Lois and Susan contended playfully as to the merits of the two kinds of

work, Susan preferring the newer knotted spreads where the pattern was

outlined in French knots made of the threads of the candlewicking. Lois

held to her first liking for the "turfed" work.

"It is so much more grandmotherish," she said.

The last day of their visit was Sunday, the first Sunday of the month and

of the year. There was to be preaching that morning in a church house not

far away.

"Christians is mighty scatterin' around here," said Aunt Cinthy, "but

ther'll be several out to hear Elder Ryan."

"It does me good just to see Elder Ryan," said Cousin Mag. "He is so

antic and talks vigorous."

"Laws a marcy! Mag! That ain't no reason for likin' him," rejoined

Cinthy, "but he sure is a good speaker. He can stand up there and the preach

comes out of him. He hits the truth every time and it hits you. And he

don't spend no time in no denominational denominalities."

The four women, and Jake Byron with them, walked to the church house

built on rising ground. Other little parties on foot were on the road and
now and then a wagon passed, its occupants sitting on splint-bottomed chairs

that filled the wagon bed. There were many riders on mule or horse. The
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"appointment" was for ten o'clock, but as someone remarked, "He always

gives the people plenty of time, and it'll likely be eleven when he begins."

The women entered the church and seated themselves on the left side. Most

of the men and boys stood on the porch or in groups in the yard, in subdued

conversation.

When the preacher rode up on his sturdy bay horse, Lois could see him

through the window as he swung from the saddle and fastened his mount

to a young oak tree. Saddlebags on his arm, he stood for a few moments,

"howdying" one and another and then entered the house. Calling some of

the singers up to the seats near the desk, he started a hymn. The first line was

sung as a solo, the singers swinging in on the second. The sound brought the

men into the building and hastened the steps of the late comers up the hill}

a hill hard to climb in haste with its slippery clay and dead leaves.

The service was hearty. The sermon was one that went to the hearts of

most of the hearers, certainly to the hearts of Lois and Susan.

Jake Byron spoke for himself and possibly for other hearers when he

joined the party outside of the church house: "That was a powerful serment,

I jest set thar a thinkin' and a thinkin' how good it was fer Bill Saunders."

Elder Ryan was taking dinner at the Duncan house that noon before

going on to another appointment. He was a hale old man in his seventies,

white haired and ruddy of countenance from continued exposure to the

weather. His younger days had been passed as a frontier circuit rider where

he had borne hardship and had learned in frontier life the best and the

worst of human nature; growing ever in good will as he grew in wisdom.

Table talk when he was present was cheerful and often merry. On this

occasion it turned after a while to the old-time works and ways, and to the

interest in these felt by the two young people. Lois being questioned by the

Elder said: "I can't give a reason for my feelings about those things the

women worked at in the old days; it wasn't religion, like preaching and con-

verting people, and yet it seems almost religious to me."

The Elder looked at her quizzically and with understanding. "A good

many people have the idea that the Spirit of the Lord has to do only with

preachers or with other people when they are saying their prayers," he re-

marked. "Give me the Good Book." Finding his place he read: "And the

Lord spake unto Moses, saying, See I have called by name Bezaleel the

son of Uri, the son of Hur, of the tribe of Judah; and I have filled him

with the Spirit of God in wisdom and in understanding and in knowledge,

and in all manner of workmanship."
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"There is a young fellow in our circuit; I meet him often in Conference,

a mighty fine man; a good preacher and a good liver. He's always quoting

out of a little book by R. L. Stevenson, he calls it the 'gospel according to

Robert Louis.' It seems to me like a piece of the old Gospel. Here's a part

of it I got him to write out for me."

Taking a wallet from his pocket, the old man turned over the papers till

he found what he wanted, a thin slip of paper, and read from it:

For still the Lord is Lord of Might;

In deeds, in deeds, he takes delight;

The plough, the spear, the laden barks,

The field, the founded city, marks;

He marks the smiler of the streets,

The singer upon garden seats;

He sees the climber in the rocks;

To him the shepherd folds his flocks.

For those he loves that underprop

With daily virtues heaven's top,

And bear the falling skies with ease,

Unfrowning caryatides.

Those he approves that ply the trade,

That rock the child, that wed the maid,

That with weak virtues, weaker hands,

Sow gladness on the peopled lands,

And still with laughter, song and shout,

Spin the great wheel of earth about.

"It helps, doesn't it," said Lois with shining eyes, "to know that God
cares how work is done!"

"Yes, it helps," said the old man slowly, "to know that our Maker trusts

us that way. You, Mrs. Duncan, with your gift for animals; you, Miss

Margaret, with your domestical duties, like those women who wrought well

and honestly in the old time, scorning to leave a bauchle in their work; Miss

Lois and Miss Susan with their books and their teaching; Jake, here, with

his strength leaving ne'er a crooked furrow behind him and never ill to

the stock; I with my circuit; we are called to do the work of the world."

"I'll be doggoned ef he ain't preached us a sarment I have obleeged to

take to myself," said Jake, under his breath.
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THE WORKING OF THE LOOM

THE "gears" or "harnesses" are designed solely to open the sheds. A harness set

(called in a power loom a heddle-frame) is a frame about forty inches long

and some twelve or fifteen inches high, hung about midway between the back and

breast beams and parallel with these and athwart the warp threads. Along this frame

are strung from top to bottom the harness eyes, double threads each with a loop in

the center, the eye, through which passes one of the warp threads. In plain weaving

two harness sets only are needed, which are hung by strings and leather straps over a

crossbar at the top of the loom, and so face the weaver when she takes her seat on

the bench in front of the breast beam. Each harness set is attached at the bottom by

a cord to a treadle working on a crossbar near the floor. When the weaver "tromps"

on one of these treadles the harness to which it is tied is lowered while the other

harness goes up; threads I, 3, 5, and so on are depressed, and the alternate threads,

passing them, are raised. Between them is left an open space, the shed, for the passage

of the shuttle from one side to the other. The foot is held firmly on the treadle until

the shuttle has been thrown, then it is loosened and the weaver swings the batten

toward her with a good strong "lick" and the second "lick" is more effective if she

has meanwhile "tromped" the other treadle and so opened the other shed for the

shuttle's return.

The batten is in front of the harness and the shuttle passes directly in front of it.

This is a wooden frame in which the sley is firmly clamped and is swung from the

top bars of the loom or moves back and forth on rockers at the bottom of the loom

frame. The sley is in reality a comb with the teeth held on either end in a light

wooden frame. Its teeth were in the old days made of reed or river cane, but there

are few sley makers left now who can set the teeth evenly, and factory-made reeds

have teeth of steel. When the shed is opened the place for the batten is back against

the harnesses so that the shuttle can fly across in front of it. After the passing of each

thread of woof through its shed the batten is brought forward with a quick, sharp

stroke, "one lick for blankets," "two for linsey."

It is in order to make it easier to keep the threads in order and untangled as they

run out their forty or fifty yards from the big beam, and to assist the weaver in know-

ing what thread should come next, as she passes the warp threads through the harness

eyes, that the "warping bars" do their work. This process of warping has been already

described, but will perhaps be better understood when taken in connection with the

description of the work of the harnesses. The threads for a warp are wound upon

large spools and from these are laid upon and around certain pegs in a frame, the
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warping bars. This separates the two sets of threads which are thus left crossing each

other. Before the warp (or chain) is taken from the bars these "crosses" are tied in

several places. As the warp is being "beamed," that is, rolled onto the big beam of the

loom, it is spread out to the proper width by being laid between the teeth of the rake.

The rake is not attached to the loom and is only used while beaming the warp. It

keeps the warp spread out so that it winds evenly on the beam and without tangling.

Smooth rods are slipped in where the "crosses" were tied, so that the two sets of

threads are on separate sides of each rod. These rods holding the "cross" are left

behind the harness between them and the big beam, and as the web progresses the warp

threads pass on over them. In a picture of a Grecian loom of long ago may be seen

the sticks or rods holding the cross.

When the beaming is done, the whole of the warp has been wound upon the back

beam except for the last yard or two in which are the important rods. The worker

takes her seat at the side of the loom, opposite or a little back of the harness, and

begins to pass the ends of the warp threads forward and through the harness eyes.

After a few have been put in double to make a firm selvedge, she begins with what

we have called thread No. i . This she puts through the first harness eye in back harness

set and thread No. 2 is passed through the first eye in the front harness. No. 3 goes

into the second eye in the back harness and No. 4 into the second eye in front harness,

and so on across the web until there are just enough threads to make the selvedge on

the farther side. By means of the cross rods she has no difficulty in knowing which

thread comes next.

To draw in thus a web of the usual width, 36 or 38 inches, two workers are

needed, one to pass the threads through from the back and the other, sitting in front,

to receive and hold them till they are secured in some way.

After the threads are all through the harness, comes the task of passing each thread

through the sley. For a firm cloth two threads go into each slit between the sley teeth,

but they must be the right threads coming in order.

The ends, once drawn through the harness and sley, are passed over the breast beam
and tied or otherwise fastened to the cloth beam and both back and cloth beams are

turned till the web is taut and are then caught and held by little iron "dogs" that fall

into cogs at the right-hand end of each beam.

In what is known as "coverlet weaving" or "overshot weaving," a pattern or

"draft" is necessary.

A draft, as we have seen, is not needed for plain weaving, but if one were made
it might read thus:

/—/

—

* /

—

¥—f- Back harness and treadle at-

tached to it

/ / / / / / Front harness and its treadle
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Where three harness sets are used as in the weaving of jeans the draft might run

thus:

/ / / / First harness and treadle

/ / / / Second harness and treadle

f f f f Third harness and treadle

In these drafts the long lines represent the harness in drawing in the warp threads

and the treadles in tramping for opening threads. The dashes across the long lines

represent the warp threads, showing in what order they are to be passed through the

harness eyes, or rather, in which harness set each thread belongs. The tramping fol-

lows the same rule ; each dash representing a warp thread in drawing in, represents in

tramping also the order in which the treadles are tramped.

When we come to coverlet weaving the drawing in through the harness and the

treadle work, "tromping," is more complicated but still not hard to grasp. There is a

groundwork of plain weaving on which (or shot over it) appears the design. In the

usual coverlet the warp is of white cotton and the woof threads which make the plain

cloth under and through the design are also of white cotton and called "binders." The
woof threads that make the pattern are of wool yarn colored.

Four sets of harness are necessary. With the warp threads distributed on these four

sets it is possible by tramping two treadles together to open, not two sheds only as in

plain weaving but six different sheds. Two of these give the sheds for plain cloth,

where every other warp thread is raised and the alternate threads depressed, and vice

versa. The other four sheds are for the passage of the colored yarn in making the

pattern.

The six sheds are thus opened

:

1. Tramp treadles I and 2

2. Tramp treadles 3 and 4

3. Tramp treadles 1 and 3

4. Tramp treadles 1 and 4

5. Tramp treadles 2 and 3

6. Tramp treadles 2 and 4

A draft for "Orange Peeling," a simple coverlet draft, follows:

r-f- /—/ 3 3 3 -h-t

1

1

J—f- 3—3 3—^ J—fi ^
t—/ $—$ 3-3- ¥—t 1§

00
( y-y /—3 3 $—/ a
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This shows that half of the warp threads are carried on harnesses 1 and 2 and the

other half, the alternate threads, on harnesses 3 and 4. If, therefore, treadles 1 and 2

are pressed down together, the warp opens in one of the sheds for plain cloth; while

by tramping treadles 3 and 4 together the other plain cloth shed opens.

This draft for "Orange Peeling" is drawn in thus: Draw one thread through eye

on harness set 1, one thread through harness set 4, one through harness 2, one through

harness 4, one through harness 2, one through harness 3, and so on. On reaching the

threes in the draft, do not pass three threads through harness set 2 and then three

threads through set 4, as would seem to be indicated, but draw in thus: One thread in

harness 2, one in harness 4, one in harness 2, one in harness 4, one in harness 2, and

one in harness 4. This completes the three threads, and one passes on to the next set

of threes, on harnesses 2 and 3. When the end of the draft is reached, go back to the

beginning.

The weaving is done in this way, always following the draft: Tramp together

treadles 1 and 4, pass the shuttle carrying the colored yarn through the shed. Beat up

with sley. Tramp treadles 1 and 2 together, pass through the shed the shuttle carrying

the binder, the white cotton thread, and beat up. Tramp treadles 2 and 4, pass through

shed the wool yarn, and beat up. Tramp treadles 3 and 4 and pass through shed the

cotton binder; and so on, following draft for pattern weaving and opening a plain

cloth shed for the binder after each wool thread.

When one comes to the groups of threes, tramp 2 and 4 and pass wool yarn, then

open for binder. Repeat the tramping of 2 and 4, with tramping for binder between

each, till the wool thread has gone through three times. Then pass on to the next

figures on the draft that indicate the tramping of 2 and 3.

On looking at a shed opened for the pattern thread one sees how the pattern-

making yarn goes in some places under all the warp threads, in others passes between

them as for plain cloth, and in others skips over all threads, so showing pure color.

There are many variations and intricacies in weaving, even by hand and on the old

looms, and the history of the development of weaving by hand and by power is a

study of absorbing interest and delight. It is well to remember that power weaving

is of very recent times, while weaving by hand has ages behind it. The most that can

be said for power spinning and weaving has been expressed in these words: "Power

weaving has only affected exactness and speed, motive power and ease of changing

patterns. It has not increased beauty nor durability. In these it cannot compete with

handwork. To many who have made a study of weaving by hand it is plain that no

mechanical device can equal in value the human hand in the throwing of the shuttle."
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DYE PLANTS

1ST of dye plants used in the mountains of North Carolina, identified in 1 90 1 at the

Bureau of Plant Industry in Washington, D.C.

Black, brown, gray, bluish, and dull furfle.

Name Part Used Material Colored

1. Acer rubrum L. Bark Cotton

Red Maple

This bark dyes a fast black, set with copperas. It is also used in combination with witch-hazel

or sourwood bark for coloring cotton purple, gray, or black.

Name Part Used Material Colored

2. Juglans cinerea L. Bark, root, leaf, hull Wool and cotton

White Walnut or Butternut

Wool—Bark and root used alone or in combination with sumac berries and sourwood leaves

to color wool a good and fast black. Bark, root, and hulls used alone or with black-walnut

hulls for coloring wool brown. Leaves used for coloring wool brown by immersing in

water with wool for three or four weeks.

Cotton—Bark is used for coloring cotton brown. The dye is set with copperas. White walnut

is the dye plant most used in the mountains.

Name Part Used Material Colored

3. Juglans nigra L. Bark, root, hull Wool
Black Walnut

Used like white walnut for coloring wool black and brown.

Name Part Used Material Colored

4. Platanus occidentalis L. Bark Cotton

Sycamore

Used to dye cotton slate color. Set with copperas.

Name Part Used Material Colored

5. Fagus americana Sweet Bark Cotton

Synonym, F. ferruginea Ail.

Beech

Used in combination with witch-hazel to color cotton deep blue or black. Not a fast color,

though set with copperas.

(In Britton & Brown, Flora, ed. of 191 3, it is Fagus grandifolia Ehrh.)
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Name

6. Sassafras sassafras (L) Karst.

Part Used

Root, bark, flower

Material Colored

Wool

The flowers will dye wool bright yellow. The bark colors red-brown, and the root in com-

bination with plum bark dyes also a red-brown.

Name

7. Quercus frinus L.

Chestnut Oak

Dyes wool golden brown. Fast color.

Part Used

Bark

Material Colored

Wool

Name Part Used

8. Hamamelis virginiana L. Bark

Witch-hazel, Bead bush

Used only in combination with other barks for dyeing black or gray.

Material Colored

Cotton

Name Part Used Material Colored

9. Rhus copallina L. Berry Wool
Black Sumac

Used with black and white walnut to color wool black, or with sourwood leaves for the same

purpose. The women say that the sumac berries set the dye.

Name Part Used Material Colored

10. Alnus rugosa (DuRoi) Koch. Catkins

Alder

Wool and cotton

This dyes wool a yellowish brown, very pretty and a fast color. Dyes cotton brown.

Name Part Used Material Colored

11. Castanea dentata (Marsh) Borkh. Bark

Chestnut

Wool

Used with white oak bark to dye dove color.

Name Part Used Material Colored

12. Prunus americana Marsh. Bark

Wild Plum

Wool

Used with sassafras root to color red-brown.

Name Part Used Material Colored

13. Quercus alba L. Bark

White Oak

Wool

Used with chestnut bark to color dove color. Colors basket splits gray-blue.
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Name Part Used. Material Colored.

1 4. Kalmia latifolia L. Leaf Cotton

Mountain Laurel. (Called in North Carolina mountains, Ivy.)

Colors a purplish gray, not deep but fast. Is set with copperas.

Name Part Used Material Colored

15. Rhododendron maximum L. Leaf Cotton

Rhododendron. (Called in North Carolina mountains, Laurel..)

Colors cotton purplish gray; is used like Kalmia.

Name Part Used Material Colored

16. Oxydendrumarioreum{L)T>.C. Wool and cotton Leaf

Sourwood

Used mostly in combination with other dyes as noticed above, for black and purple.

Name Part Used Material Colored

17. Tsuga canadensis (L) Carr. Bark Wool

Hemlock. (Called in North Carolina mountains, Spruce Pine.)

Dyes wool a reddish brown. Much depended on as a dye.

Yellow and orange.

(Sassafras flowers, see above, No. 6.)

Name Part Used Material Colored

18. Symflocos tinctoria (L) L'Her. Leaf Wool
Bay Leaf

Colors wool a bright yellow. Alum is sometimes used to set the dye but it is fast without this.

In the localities where it grows this plant is much used; one of the best known.

Name Part Used Material Colored

19. Hicoria glabra (Mill) Britton. Bark Wool and cotton

Pig-nut Hickory

A yellow dye for wool, set with alum. Set with copperas it dyes wool and cotton a good olive

green. A much used dye plant.

Name Part Used Material Colored

20. Androfogon virginicus L. Stalk and leaf Wool

Broom Sedge

Colors wool yellow. Brighter if set with weak lye. Gathered at any time of year it will color,

but the dye is stronger in summer when the plant is green.
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Name Part Used Material Colored

21. Imfatiens biflora Walt. Stem, leaf, flower Wool
Touch-me-not, or Jewelweed

Dyes wool a dull yellow, if soaked with it in cold water for some weeks.

Name Part Used Material Colored

22. Coreopsis major Walt. Flower Wool
"Yellow dye flower"

A beautiful and fast dye for wool; orange, rather than yellow. Used over a dye of bay leaves

it produces a deep reddish orange; very fast color.

Name Part Used Material Colored

23. Amygdalus fersica L. Leaf Wool
Peach

This gives a very bright yellow. Some set it with alum. A vivid green is produced by dipping

the wool dyed with this into the indigo pot. The leaves are gathered when mature in

early autumn.

Name Part Used Material Colored

24. Quercus velutina Lam. Bark Wool and cotton

Synonym, Q. coccinea tinctoria Gray.

Black Oak

Used as is hickory bark (No. 1 9) to color yellow and olive green ; a better dye than hickory

and much esteemed.

Name Part Used Material Colored

25. Malus coronaria (L) Mill. Bark Wool (?)

Synonym, Pyrus coronaria.

Crab

Said to dye bright yellow. Never tried by us.

Name Part Used Material Colored

26. Helenium autumnale L. Flower Wool
Sneezeweed, Snuff weed

Dyes yellow but must be set with alum. Not even then dependable.

Name Part Used Material Colored

27. Galium triflorum Michx. Whole plant Wool and cotton

Wild Madder

Not strong enough to color red a sufficiently deep color, but when "store madder" was hard

to get it was sometimes used as a substitute in the blue pot. (Possibly another species,

Galium tinctorium, was so used also.)
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The two plants below were identified by F. L. Goodrich.

Name Part Used. Material Colored

28. Sanguinaria canadensis L.

Bloodroot

Root Basket splits

A bright orange.

Name Part Used Material Colored

29. Hydrastis canadensis L.

Yellowroot, Goldenseal

Root Basket splits

Yellow.
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Agencies interested in revival of crafts in

southern Appalachians

Allanstand Cottage Industries, 21

Biltmore Estate Industries, 30

Allanstand Cottage Industries, 21—30

Growth through revival of other crafts

Basket making, 27

Fans, Feather, 27

Models of farming and home tools, 29

Pottery, 29

Quilts

Patched, 26—27

Pieced, 27

Rugs, Rag, 26

Spreads, Tufted, 26

Toys, 29

Incorporation, 29

Origin of, 22

Shop in Asheville opened, 29
Standards in weaving, 24

Three purposes in founding, 25

Asheville schools

Introduction of manual training, 30

Baskets

Allanstand Cottage Industries' venture in,

27

Dyes for, of white-oak splits, 28

Rush, 18

Splits, oak or hickory, 1

7

Willow, 18

Beaming, see Loom, Preparation of

Biltmore Estate Industries, 30-34
Difficulties to be overcome in making all-

wool homespun, 31—33

Metal work, 33-34
Origin, 30

Scotch homespun sponsored by the Van-

derbilts, 31

Sold to Mr. F. L. Seely, 32, 34

Standards set by Miss Vance and Miss

Yale, 33
Biltmore Industries, 34-35
"Black sheep's wool," 43—46
Blankets

Basket weave, 12

Warp thirded, 12

Blue pot, see Dyeing

Boards, 18-19

Bout, see Warp
Broach, see Thread

Brooms, 18

Carding, 5

Chairs, 18

Splits, 17

Cooperage, 1

8

Cotton

Dyes for, \\; see also Appendix II, Dye
plants

Cotton cloth, for dresses, 11, 12

Warp "full-sleyed," 12

Cotton thread, see Thread

Counterpanes

Drafts for, 10

Warp "full-sleyed," 12

Coverlets

Drafts, 8, 82

Patterns, Names of, 9, 23, 75
Warp "full-sleyed," 12

"Coverlets," 61—64

Cross, Pick the, see Warp

Drafts

For counterpanes, 10

For coverlets, 8, 82

Drawing through, see Loom, Preparation of

Dyeing

Black, 15; see also Dye plants, Appendix

II, 84
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Blue pot, 1

3

Brown, 15; see also Dye plants, Appen-

dix II, 84

Diamond dyes, 13

Green, 15

Madder, 14-15

Yellow

With bay leaves (Symplocos tinctoria),

IS

With "dye flowers" (Coreopsis), 15

See also Dye plants, Appendix II, 85—

87

Fans

Feather, 27

Flax

Preparation for weaving, 10

Fringes, 17

Frock, 3

Froe, 19

Gears, see Harness

Harness, 8, 80

Heddle-frame, see Harness

"Herb for the service of man," 65—70

Hooked rugs, see Rugs

Jeans

Warp "full-sleyed," 12

Jefferson, Thomas, on household manufac-

ture, 4

Knotted spreads, see Spreads

Linsey-woolsey

Warp "full-sleyed," 12

"Linsey-woolsey dress," 47—53
Loom, Appendix I, 80

Colonial types, 12

Development of, 6

Fly shuttle, 3 3

Parts of:

Batten, 8, 80

Beams, 8, 81

Gears, 8, 80

Harness, 8, 80

Reed, 8, 80

Sley, 8, 80

Preparation of, 6, 80-81

Patchwork quilts, see Quilts, Afflique

People of the southern Appalachians, 37-

79
Pieced quilts, see Quilts

Piggin, see Cooperage

Pottery

Glazing, 19

Quilts, 16

Afflique tops, 26

Pieced tops, 26—27

Rugs

Hooked, 17

Rag

Warp "single-sleyed," 12

Seely, F. L.

Biltmore Industries, 32, 34, 35

Purchase of Biltmore Estate Industries,

32, 34
Toy makers' wood carving school facili-

tated by, 35

Shingles

Rived-out, 19

Sawed, 19

Sley, 8, 80

Social life and customs of southern Appa-

lachians, 37—79
Southern Appalachian mountains

Prices for weaving in, 4
Speech of, 37—79

"Spinner, A," 39—42

Splits, see Baskets, Chairs

Spreads, 16

Names of knotted and tufted, 26

Thread

Broach, 5
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Bunch, 5

Cotton, 10

Skein, 5

Spinning, 5

Yard, 5

"Three gray women," 54—60

Toy Makers and Wood Carvers of Tryon,

34-35
Origin, 34
Standards, 34

Tryon Toy Makers, see Toy Makers and

Wood Carvers of Tryon

Tufted spreads, see Spreads

Vance, Eleanor P., 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, 35
Vanderbilt, Mrs.

Interest in industrial school, 31

Introduces wool warp homespun, 31

Warp, 5-6, 80-81

Bout, 5-6

"Full-sleyed," 12

"Single-sleyed," 12

"Thirded," 12

Weaving

As a character builder, 25

Beginnings of Allanstand Cottage In-

dustries, 22

Definition, 6

Oldest known specimen, 7

Prices, in South during the war, 6

Prices, in southern mountains, 4
White House Mountain Room, 24

Wool
Dyes for:

Black, 15; see also Dye plants, Ap-

pendix II, 84

Blue, 13

Brown, 15; see also Dye Plants, Ap-

pendix II, 84

Diamond dyes, 13

Madder, 14-15

Yellow, with bay leaves, 1

5

With coreopsis, 15; see also Dye
Plants, Appendix II, 85-87

Preparation, 5

"Work of the wise-hearted," 71—79

Yale, Charlotte L., 30, 32, 33, 34, 35
Yarn

Skein, 5

Yard, 5
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